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AN ACCOUNT 


| os. non] 
LIFE and WRITINGS. 


OP 
$ | 


Mr. THOMAS OTWAY. 


HOMAS OT WAY; an emineat Trg 

Writer in the ſeventeenth Century, was Soh 
of the Rev, Mr. Humphty Otway, ReQtor of 
Welbeding i in Suffex, and was born at Trottia in 
that County, on the 3d of March 1651-2, He was 
educated at Wincheſter-School, and became a Cam- 
moher of Chriſt-Church in Oxford, in the begin- 
ning of the Year 1669. He leſt that Univerſyy 


VERGSEA Degree; nnd is BO have remove ne 
| ay * 10 


vi An Account of the. Life, &c. 


to St John' s-College in Cambridge, which ſeems 
very probable from a copy of Verſes of Mr. Richard 
* to him, between whom there was always a 

iQ Friendſhip. He then went to London, where 
—— applied himſelf to Poetry, but ſome- 
times acted upon the Stage, in order to ſupport him- 
ſelf; and afterwards by the Intereſt of Charles Fitz- 
Charles, Earl of Plymouth, one of the natural Sons 
of King Charles II. was made a Cornet of Horſe, 
in which Poſt he attended the Engliſh-troops, in 
1677, into Flanders. But he ſoon after returned 
thence in very neceſſitous Circumſtances, and ap- 
plied | himſelf again to the buſineſs of Writing for 
the Stage. 

He died at the Sign of the Bull on Tower-hill, 
Apri! 14th 1685, and was interred in a Vault under 
the Church of St. Clement Danes. 

Mr. Langbaine is of Opinion, that his Genius in 
Comedy lay a little too much to Libertiniſm; but 
that in Tragedy he made it his buſineſs for the 
moſt part to obſerve the Decorum of the Stage, 
and that he was a Man of excellent Parts, and 
daily improved in Writing; though he ſometimes fell 
into Plagiariſm, as well as others of his Contempo- 
raries, and borrow'd very freely from Shakeſpear- 
Mr. Addiſon's Character of him is greatly to his 
advantage; he has follow'd Nature, ſays that incom- 
parable Critic, in the Language of his Tragedy, and 
| therefore ſhines in the paſſionate Parts more than 
any of our Engliſh Poets. As there is ſomething 


7-0 | familiar 


of Mr. TuoMas OTWAY. vil 
familiar and domeſtic in the Fable of his Tragedy, 
more than in thoſe of any other ga opt pm 
Pomp, but Force in his Expreſſions. For 
NA he has admirably ſucceeded. 
in the tender and melting Part of his Tragedies, he 
ſometimes falls into too great a Familiarity of Phraſe 
in thoſe Parts, which, by Ariſtotle's Rule ought to 
have been raiſed and ſupported by the Dignity 
of Expreffion. It has been obſerved by others, that 
this Poet has founded his Tragedy of Venice Pre- 
ſerved, on ſo wrong a Plot, that the greateſt Cha- 
nacters in it are thoſe of Rebels and Traitors. Had the 
Hero of his Play diſcovered the ſame good Qualities 
in the Defence of his Country, that he ſhewed for its 
Ruin and Subverſion, the Audience could not enough 
pity and admire him. But as he is now repre- 
ſented, we can only ſay of him, what the Roman 
Hiſtorian ſays of Catiline, that his Fall would have 
been glorious, had he ſo fallen in the Service of his 
Mr. Charles Gildon ſliles our Author u Poet 
« of the firſt magnitude; and tells us, that he was 
a perſect Maſter of the tragic Paſfions, and draws 
them every where with a juſt and natural Simpli. 
city ; and therefore never fails to raiſe ſtrong Emo- 
tions in the Soul: whereas Mr. Dryden, who affecte 
a quite different Stile, and ſeldom or never touches 
the Paſſions, for moſt part of his time expreſſed a 
r 


„in An Account of the Life, &c. 


Du Freſaoy, he declared in his Favour ; and yet 
even there could not but throw in ſome Exceptions 
again ſt his Die ion. To expreſs,” ſays Mr. Dry-. 
den in that Paſſage, the Paſſions, which are ſeat- 
ed in the Heart, by outward ſigns, is one great 
 precept of the Painters, and very difficult to per- 
« form. In Poetry, 2 
« Motions of the Mind are to be expreſſed; and 
<« in this conſiſts the principal Difficulty, as well as 
* the Excellency of that Art. This (fays Du Freſ- 
<« noy) is the gift of Jupiter; and, to ſpeak in the 
« ſame heathen Language, we call it the Gift of our 
« Apollo, not to be obtained by Pains or Study, 
* ;if we are not born to it. For the Motions, 
« which are ſtudied, are never ſo natural as thoſe 
« which break out in the height of a real Paſſion- 
% Mr. Otway poſſeſſed this part as thoroughly as 
« any,of the Ancients and Moderns, I will not de- 
t fend every thing in his Venice Preſerv'd ; but I 
„ muſt bear this Teſtimony to his Memory, that 
« the Paſſions are truly touched in it, though per- 
« haps there is ſomewhat to be dcfired both in the 
4 of them, and in the height and elegance 
« of Expreſſion. Sus Nature bs haves ohh je the 
44 Beauty.” be 


: was undoubtedly Maſter of the moſt : 

Manner in exprefling the Paſſions, and — 
them with great Skill and. Delicacy. I do not know 
of ſuch another Inſtance, of this force. as in te 
Play of the Orphan. This Tragedy is compoſed of 
Perſonss 


e Mr. Thomas Or var. ix 
Perſons, whoſe Fortunes do not exceed the Qua- 
0 oy call People of Condi - 
tion : without the Advantage of having the 
Scene heightened by the importance of the Charac- 
ters, his inimitable Skill in repreſenting the Motions 
of the Heart, and its Aſfections, is fuch, that the 
Circumſtances are great from the Art of the Poet, 
rather than from the Fortunes of the Perſons repre- - 
ſented. The whole Drama is admirably wrought, 
and the Mixture of the Paſſions, (raiſed from 
Affinity, Gratitude, Love and Miſunderſtanding 
between Brethren, Itl-uſage from Perſons oblig d 
ſlowly return'd by the Benefators, the whole 
grounded upon very probable Miſtakes) keeps the | 
Mind in a continual Anxiety and Contrition. The 
Sentiments of the unhappy innocent Monimia are | 

delicate and natural ; ſhe is miſerable without Guilt, 

but incapable of n a Conſciouſneſs of 
having committed an ill Ad, tho' her Inclination 
had no Part in it. It was only in Otway's Power, to 
give theſe Diſtreſſes in Domeſtick Life, Weight 
enough to move the general Senſe of an Audience. | 
And Mrs. Barry, the celebrated AQteſs, uſed to ſay, 
that in her part of Monimia ſhe never ſpoke theſe - 
three Words, * Ah! poor Caſtalia!” without 
Tears. Upon which occaſion Mr. Gildon obſerves, . 
that all that pathetic Force had been loſt, if any 
more Words had been added; and the Poet would 
have ſtriven in vain to heighten them by the addition 
hotel ny en en a 

. ** 


Not to rouſe up at the great Call of Nature, 
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plain ſimple Words is ſo great by the force of Nature 
that they muſt have been weakned and obſcured by 


the: moſt ſhining Flowers of Rhetoric. 
The Faculty of mingling good and bad Charac- 
ters,” and involving their Fortunes, ſeems to be the 


diſtinguiſhing Excellence of this Writer. He very 


well knew, that nothi: 55 diſtreſſed Virtue can 


ſtrongly touch us with 


Wrongs; and mention all the” comüten- place of 
Male 8 


To ſee the Sufferings of my Fellow-Creatures, 
And own myſelf a Man: To ſee our Senators 
Cheat: the deluded People with a ſhew 
Of Liberty, which yet they ne'cr muſt tafte of: 


Therefore in Venice 
Preſer d, to make us * any manner of regard to 
the Conſpirators; he makes Pierre talk of redreſſing 


Tibey f by them! our Hands are free from Fetter, 


Ver whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
Bring whom chey pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow ; 


All that bear this are Villains, and I one, 


Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 
Whilft no Hold's left to fave us from Deſtruction. 


And check the Growth of theſe Domeſtic Spoilers. 


That make us Slaves, and tell us it's our Charter. 


TJaffeir's Wants and Diftreſſes make him prone 


enough to any deſperate Reſolution, yet ſays he ; | 


9 


we" 


of . Troxas. OTwar. x 
Bat when I think what. Beividera fools, | 

The Bitterneſs ber tender Spirit taſtas of, 

1 own myſelf. a Coward : Bear my'Wenknels, 
If .throwing.thus wy Am Ah h Neck, 
| 54 in · ty Boſom. 


| Faffeir's Expoſtulation afterwards,is the Picture 
of all who are partial to their on Merit, and gene- 


EA 1 FL Ve Self 
Oretence enough to enjoy them. 


Tell me why, good Heav'n, : 

Rom ——— Mev all the Spitit, 
That All e happieſt Man ?- Ah rather why | 
[Didft chou not form me ſordid as my Fre, 


2 (Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens ? 


How dreadſul is Jaffeir's Saliloguy, rafter he is 
engag d in the Conſpiracy. n 
I'm here; and thus the Shades of Night around me, 
1 look as if all Hell were in my Heart, 
And I in Hell. Nay, furely tis fo with me 

For every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt and bids it not be quiet. 
Fve beard —— like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of Night 
To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk : 
Sure I'm fo curſt, that, tho of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 


Hell! Hel; why deve thou ? 


In 


ſor he is ſenſible nothing can prevent the Sale of 
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In this Play, he catches our Hearts by intro- 
ducing, if I may ſo call it, the Epiſode of Belvidera · 
Private and public Calamities alternately claim our 
Concern; and ſometimes we are againſt the whole 
State for the ſake of one diſtreſſed Woman, again 
we come to ourſelves, and. recover our Senſes in 
behalf of a whole People in danger. There is not 
a virtuous Character in the Play but that of Befvidera; 


and yet ſo wonderful is the Force of the Author's 


Eloquence and Skill in mingling Vices and Virtues, 
and private with public Concerns, that the Ruffian 
on the Whoel is as much the Object of Pity, as if 
he had been brought to that unhappy Fate for. 
ſome brave Action. I know not but theſe | looſe 
Hints may improve the Taſte of the Readers of this 
Author, which is the ſincere Wiſh of the Publiſher ; 


Mr. Otway's Works, but Ignorance of his Excel- 
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TRAGEDY. 
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w—_ ad ab his, culpeter ab illis. 
| Horat. Serm. Lib. 1. Sat. 2 
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To the Right Honourable 


C HA R L E S, 


EARL of MIDDLESEX. 


My LORD, 


M ſufficiently ſenſible of my 
y,o- Don Arrogance, that being al- 

e moſt a Stranger to every thing 
2 of you but your Fame, I durſt 
: obtrude ſo abject a Trifle as this, under the 
Patronage of ſo eminent a Perſon; but that 
- generous Candour, wherewith you oblige all 
=” the 


YEDICATION 

the World, gave me courage to hope you 
might at leaſt pardon this firſt Offence in 
me. And though, perhaps, the beſt Pre- 
ſents of this Nature may not be more than 
ordinary grateful; yet I have here my 
Wiſhes, if the Sincerity of my Zeal may 
atone for the Meanneſs of the Offering : 
That is the fartheſt Proſpect I take, which, 
whilſt I have in view, I dare not (though per- 
haps as juſtly as ſome others have done I 
might) complain of the Cenſures of the 
World ; for fince I have heard that your 


Lordmip proved indulgent, I were unworthy 


of the Favours you beſtowed, ſhould I be 
concerned at the Malice or Petulancy of 
thoſe, who (alas !) will needs think it modiſh 
to be critical, but in the mean while forget 
it is as gentle to be civil. No, my Lord, 
it is under your Umbrage only I would 
court Protection, to whom Heaven has given 
a Soul, whoſe Endowments are as much 
above Flattery, as itſelf abhors it; and which 
are as impoſſible to be deſcribed, as I am 
unable to comprehend them. But as pooreſt 
Pilgrims, when they viſit Shrines, will make 
ſome Preſents where they kneel : ſo I have 
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DEDICATION. 
here brought mine, by your own Good- 
neſs only made worthy to be preſerved ; 
in whoſe Defence I can ſay nothing more, 
than that with it all my beſt Endeavours 


are, and ever ſhall be _ to teſtify how 
much I am, 


Tuo. Or wav. 


B 3 


{ PROLOG UE, 
Spoken by Mr. Harris. 


Ever did Rhymer greater Hazard run 
'Mongft us by your Severity undone : 
Tho" awe, alas ! to oblige you have done moſt, | | 


And bought ye Pleaſures at your own /ad Ce: 

Yet all our beſt Endeavours have been loft. 

So oft a Stater-man lab'ring to be goed, 

His Honefty's for Treaſon underflood : 

Whilft ſome falſe flatt'ring Minion of the cue, 

Shall play the Traitor, and be honour'd for t. 

To you known Judges of what's Senſe and Wit, | 


Our Author fears be gladly will ſubmit : 

But there's a fort of things inf ft the Pit, 

That avill be witty, ſpite of Nature too, 

And to le thought Jo, haunt and peſter you. 

Hither ſemetimes theſe Would-be-Wits repair, 

In gueſt of you; where if you not appear, | 
Cries out Pugh ! Damn me what do wwe do here ? 
Strait up he flarts, his Garniture then puts 

In order, fo he cocks, and out he flruts 

To th Coffce-houſe where he about him leoks ; 
Spies Friend, cries Jack I ve been to Night at i Duke's: 
They, filly Regues, are all undone, my Dear, 
I gad ! not one of Senſe that I ſaw there. 


T hus 


rr ROLOOGUE 
Fi, te himſelf „ Reputation gather 

Of Wit, and geed Acquaintance, but bas neither.” 
Wit has indeed a Stranger been of late, 
'Mongft it: Pretenders nought Jo flrange as that. 
Both Houſes the too long a Fa bave hnown, 
That cear/eft Nonſenſe toes moſt glibly down. 
Thus te this Trifler never wrote before, 

Yu faith be wentur'd on the common Score : 
Srnce Nonſenſe is fo generally allow/'d, 

He hepes that bis may paſi amongft the Croud. 


eee 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


0 MEN. 

"TY : | Mr. Medburn. 

Alcibiades, Conc: of Athens, but fled | = 
thence in Diſcontent, and made Gene- Mr. Betterron. 
ral of Sparta, betrothed to Timandra, | | 

Tiſaphernes, the old General of Sparta, Mr. Sanford. 

Patroclus, his Son, Friend to Alcibiades, Mr. Cre/dy. 


Theramnes, the now Athenian General 
in love with Timandra, F Mr. Harris. 


RS, 'young Noble of ma Gilles, 


: WOMEN. 
1 — — NY in lone TMs Mary Los. 


Tiriandra, a noble drberian Lady, be- 
trothed to Alcibiades, 5 . Mirs. Betterten. 


 Draxilla, Sifter to Aleibiade, and her 


 Ardella, Lady of Honour to the Queen] ge, Gillen, 


of Sparta, 


Prieſts and Prieſteſſes of Hynen, Spirits, Guards, Meſſen 
gers, Villains, Ladies, c. 
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ALCIBIAD E S. 


2c! 
SCENE, A Palace. | 


Enter TI AMD RAM DRAXILLA, 
Shouts without, Theramne: ! Theramne: ! Theramne | 
Enter a Su vant. 


% 
HAT mean theſe Shouts 
SERYFYANT. 5 
O! all your Hopes are croſt, 
TIMANDRA. 
H 


SERPFANT. bets, 
— When laſt Night the Youth of Abe late 
Roſe up the Orgia to celebrate, 
+ The Bacchanal;, all hot and drunk with Wine, 
He led to the Almighty Thund'rer's Shrine, 
And there his Image ſeated on a Throne 
They violently took, and tumbled down: 
This Opportunity Theramnes got 
To ſupplant him, * 
FF: For 


11 
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For by the Senate he was doom'd to bleed, 
And that his Rival ſhou'd in all ſucceed. 
But he, the threatning Danger to evade, 
Is to the Spartan Camp for Refuge fied: 
And now, by Order from the Senate, all 
With Shouts proclaim Theramne: General. 
TIMANDRA. 
But is he fled ? Has he ſo meanly done, 
To leave me to be wretched here alone? 
Is this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth! 
Oh too unkind, falſe, and unconſtant Youth ! [ Ex. Serv. 
 DRAXILLA. 
Madam, believe not but my Brother's juſt, 
You wrong his Honour by this mean Diftruſt ; 
Think you that Diſtance can his Love rebate? 
TIMANDRIA. 
Thy young Experience never felt the Weight 
Of Lovers Fears; if juſt, he'll eaſily 
Excuſe that Love, that breeds this Jealouſy. 
DRAXILLA. 
But, Madam, for theſe Doubts no Grounds you have. 
TIMAND XA. | 
Alas ! go ask of Mad-men why they rave. 
What more could Fate do to augment my Woe? 
I love, am mad, and know not what I do 
I. who before had nothing in my Eyes 
But Love and Glory growing to Delight ; 
Like Chymiſts waiting for their Labours Prize, 
My Hopes are daſh'd and ruin'd in their height. 
 —  *#DRAXILES 
Alas, we but with weak Intelligence 
Read Heavens Decrees; th'are writ in Myſtic Senſe. 
For were they open laid to mortal Eyes, 
Men would be Gods, or they no Deities, 


Perhaps 


ALCIBIADES. 1 
4 Perhaps the wiſer Pow'rs thought fit this way 
'To give your growing Happineſs Allay ; 
Left ſhould it in its high Perſection come, 
Your Soul for the Reception might want room. N 
TIMANDRA. 
Thy Reaſons, kind Draxilla, weakly move: 
What Woman e er complain'd.of too much Love? 
No, had 1 naked to the World been left, 
Of Honour and its gaudy Plumes bereft, 
Yet all theſe 1 with Gladneſs could reſign, 
So Alcibiades had ſtill been mine: a 
But he remov'd, what can they give alone ? 
What is the Casket when the Jewel's gone ? 
DRAXILL A. 
Madam, if he be gone, 'tis to obtain 
A nobler Luſtre, and return again : 
Think you his great Soul could with Patience fee 
His rifled Honours heap'd on's Enemy ; 
And not his Rage have grown to that exceſs, 
As muſt have ruin'd all your Happineſs ? 
But be withdrew, and like a zealous Hermit did forgo | 
Thoſe little Toys, to gain a Heav'n in you. 
TIMANDRA. 
That Zeal mult needs be very weak and faint, 
That lets the Votary forſake his Saint ; 
No, he is happy in ſome other Flame, 
And from lus Breaſt has blotted out my Name : 
So that there nothing more remains for me 
But a kind Death, or a long Miſery. 
But Death alone's th' unhappy Lover's Eaſe, 
That ſeals up to us an eternal Peace; 
By that our Souls to endleſs Pleaſures move, 
And we enjoy an everlaſting Love. 
Yet cer | die, as die I feel I muſt, 
To Alcibiade; I would be juſt; 


= ALC1BiAaDts. 

Fain wou'd I let him know how I reſign 

All in bim, that his paſt Vows had made mine? 

Then to its Seat in Peace my Soul ſhould fly, 

And calmly at my Lover's Feet I'd die. 

Draxilla, for thy Friend, what could thou do? 
 DRAXILLA. 

Madam, I cad de zap dhing thr you ; 

I know tot v/ hat you'd ask me I'd deny, 

Except that cruel thing, to ſee you die. 
 TIMANDRA. 

| Someſife Diſguiſes for us then 

From watchful Eyes our ſadden Flight to hide; 


Hence to the Spartan Camp I'll forthwith move, 
Borne on the Wings of Jealouſy and Love : 

For I'm reſolv'd to know the worſt of Fate; 

I wou'd be bleſt; can be unfortunate ; 


Since 'tis the only thing of Heav'n I crave, 


' To meet a faithful Lover, or a Grave, 


THERAMNES at the Door. 


THERAMNES. 
EE kind Polyndus, here, 
Whilſt I go pay my juſt Devotion there: (Stepping to Tim 
See faireſt Queen of Love and Beauty, here 
Your faithfulleſt and humbleſt Worſhipper, 
Who comes to offer up a Sacrikce 
To thoſe eternal Glories of your Eyes ; 
It is a Heart as ſpotleſs and ſincere, 
As the chaſte Vows of holy Veſtals are; 
Actept, divine one, and pronounce wy Doom. 
TIMANDRA 
Are you, my Lord, to mock my Sorrows come ? 
THERAMNES. 
No, (guided by my Love) I bumbly came 
To my Duty, and preſent my Flame. | 
* Re 2 TIMAN- 


At etr rA. 13 
„ oV 
What Flame or Duty can you owe to me ? 
THERAMNES. 


| | e | | 

Love! I tat had bee or ths e u, | 

I'm ſure it had Hopes to live upon. J 
FHERAMNES. 


ml 
Is a dull, eaſy, and ignoble Pain: 
Mine's an enlivining and tranſporting Fire, 
Whoſe Flames increaſe, and fill are piercing higher. 

 _TTIMANDRA. 

Yes, as from Piles ſome wilder Flames efſay 
To mount, bat baffled part in Fumes away; 
So all that Love, you now fo ſtrongly boaſt, 
band from Hage tn o wei VISIL/Y Ki: 
But you too urgent in your ſuit appear. 

THERAMNES. 

Oh what's too urgent for a Joy fo dear! 

TIMANDRA. 

Since then you Conſtancy fo firmly vow 
Worthy Tce, here I do fo too. — hang. 

 "THERAMNES. 

\, Thus when the Storms of Love ae 

We gain the widht-for poet of BliG ar laf. 

er could/doubt—— lr. ber Hake 
; TIMANDRA. 

ben know I ne'er can ceaſe 

From my vow'd Love to Alcibiader. * 

THERAMNES. 


Vaniſh, and leave me wundring in Deſpair : 


Thus, 


14 ALCIBIADES, 
Thus, Madam, barb'rous Cruelty y'ave ſhown, 
Raiſing me up only to throw me down. 
TIMANDRA. 

Not to deceive you, I (Theramnes) know 
How much I ans ep rouy boypitedyen. 
Since you ſuch ample Kindneſs did 
In favour of my Alcibiades; 

How poorly did you envy the Eſteem 

I for his matchleſs Virtues had, and him ! 

When finding him abandon'd by the State, 

You to advance your Ine, did create 

New Feuds, | 

As if my Love were balanc'd by his Foce ; 

No, he had nobler Charms my Breaſt to move, 

Unblemiſh'd Honour, and a ſpotleſs Love; 

Which tho' perhaps now know another Flame, 

Yet I have Love and Paſſion for their Name. 
THERAMNES. 

Am I then of all Hopes of Bliſs debarr'd ? 

Oh too ſoft Charms ſway'd by a Heart too hard! 
TIMANDRA. 
Vuare ſomething diſcompos'd, Sir, I perceive, 
And 'tis but Modeſty to take my Leave. 
THERAMNES. 
Oh ſtay, and pity a poor Lover's Fate! 
TIMANDRA. 
If Pity, Sir, is all you ask, take that. 
THERAMNES. 
Heavens, can ſhe at thoſe Chains ſhe gave me ſcoff ! 
TIMANDRA. 
You at your Pleaſure, Sir, may ſhake em off. 


— 2 — 
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Emer P OLYNDUSML 


: POLYNDUS. 

How fares my nobleſt Friend ? 

THERAMNES. 

——— As thoſe who are 
Tott'ring upon the Brinks of dire Deſpair ; 
Help and retrieve me with th aſſiſting Hand, 
Love thruſts me forward, and I cannot ſtand. 

i POLYTNDUS. 
Then, Sir, turn back, and Face your driving Foe. 
THERAMNES. 
Alas! what can a fetter'd Captive do? 
The more I firive, the faſter I am bound, 
| As ignorant Swimmers are with firuggling drown'd. 
POLTIYNDUS. 

Timandra ſurely can't in Honour lefs, 

Than crown your Love with proſperous Succeſs ; 

When ſhe believes (as certainly ſhe muſt) 

That Alcibiades is prov'd unjuſt. __ 
THERAMNES. 

Alas, ſhe loves him with much greater Flame, 
And pays Devotion to his very Name ; 
Diſtance adds to their Loves a Violence, 
And their Souls hold from far Intelligence. 
Thus my miſtaking Policy out- runs 
My Fate ; and I'm by my own Plots undone. 
| POLYNDUS. 

Why do you let your Soul be ſo oppreit ? 

"Tis Patience beſt befits a gallant Breaſt. | 
THERAMNES. 

Patience! What's that? the Miſtreſs of tame Foo; 
That can in nothing clſe employ their Souls: 
No; ſince Timandra, thou canſt diſapprove 
= My juſt Flame, for an abſent Rival's Love, 


16  ALciBiaDEs. 
Tho' ev'ry Step T tread encounter Death. 
 POLYNDUS. 

Now, Sir, 1 — 

Already you've diſarm'd Timandra's Charms, 
Methinks I fee you ing in her Arms! 
Let's then oh Wings of Love and Honour fly 
To th' Field, and meet th' inſulting Enemy; 
Where thro” the Paths of Death and Blood we'll go 
To meet your Rival, and his Country's Foe : 
2 aaa Innes of Timandra's Charms, 
Shall add freſh C to u Arms. 
But if Fate the 8 5 * 
That by your Rival's s Sword you chance to fall: 

I then (as Honour juſtly will command) 
Inſpir'd by Friendſhip and Timandra's Name, 
Will bravely ſtem him, and with this bold Hand 

Revenge or fall a Victim to your Flame. | 
THERAMNES. 

Oh noble generous Youth ! whoſe tender Years 
Such gallant Courage and ſuch Honour wear ! 
ras; +. tin my Wiſhes end, [ Embrace: hin. 
That have fo — 4 ſo brave a Friend? + 
Come my Polyndus 
| POLYNDUS. 

0 my Friend I'll wait, 

Thro' all the Labyrinths of Love and Fate. {Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Tent of a Pavillion Royal; the 
KinG and Qutex of Sparta, ALciBianpEs, TissA- 
PHERNES, PaTROCLUS, Guards, Ladies, &c. 

KING. 
Now muſt proud Athens lay her Triumphs down, 
And pay her Glory's Tribute to my Crown: | 


- No 
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ALleils iA. 
No more ſhall ſtupid Greece her Fetters wear, 
Nor make diſadvantageous Peace for fear ; 
But ſhe herſclf muſt in SubjeQtion come, 
And humbly at my Feet expect her Doom. 
TISSAPHERNERS. 
ves, Sir; all Glories muſt, when yours break forth, 
And like falſe Angels vaniſh and be g 
PATROCLUS. 
Aube, the World's great Mittreſs, will not be 
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And fo ſhe's only Miſtreſs fit for you. 
(MG Go pon: 

Yes | And I only will enjoy her ton, | 
Bat noble generous You thou halt - 
Things worthy the Alben Henour D090: 


That lower Orb in which they mes. 7 
a t too high for their dull to uſe, 


man 


As revers'd Proſpects make the Object leſs. 
y 8. 22 gr | | 
ours, Heaven's great is general; 
Diſpenſing its kind Influence on all 
This makes Succeſs and Victory repair, 3 
To move with you'ns in their proper Sphere 


18 ALCIBIADES. 

As fragant Dews leave the corrupter Earth, 

Exhal'd by the Sun, from whom they have their Birth. 
KING. 

The Truth of that we by your Laurels know, 
Conqueſt your Arms, Triumph ſtill waits your Brow ; 
By your Su:ceſs th' Arbenian Greatneſs roſe, 
Your Courage ſcatter'd their inſulting Foes ; 
And from that Height to which by you they're grown, 
*Tis your Succeſs alone muſt throw them down. 
Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force ; 
And all thoſe Honoars you were robb'd of there, 
We'll make our Study to redouble here. 

i TISSAPHERNES. 
And I (if that my Malice tell me true) . 
As diligently ſhall his Plagues purſue. [ Mode. 
9 ALCIBIADES. 
Of all my Courage or my Sword ſhall do, 
I the Succeſs muſt to your Virtue owe, 
The Honour and the Juſtice of your Cauſe 
So glorious are, Fate muſt from them take Laws: 
So you o'er Atbens this ad have, 
You Fortune rule, to whom ſhe's but a Slave. 

KING. 

Enjoy, my Tifapherwee, now thy Eaſe, 

And plant freſh Laurels in the Shades of Peace. 

The Glories thou haſt won ſo num'rous are, 

They ſeem as many as thy Age can bear. 

e 

Within this narrow Manſion of mine, 

Be this the utmoſt of thy Wiſhes bound, 

Poſſeſs his grateful Hear, whoſe Head th'ſt crown'd. 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Heav'n knows my Age does feel no ſharper Sting, 

This to wane Powerea hive eee = 


ALCIBIADES. 19 
But fince Time tells me that my glaſs is ran, 

Setting me backward where I firſt begun; FRM 

Since no way clſe they can their Duty ſhow, 

IU only employ my Hands to Heaven for you : F 
And what u. Sword can't, may Devotion do. 


KING, 
S How truly be a glovious Monarch is, 
That's crown'd d de ſole as theſe! 
prope by fuch Courage and fuch Fiery 
To me, with Gods, Similitude is giv'n ; 
'Tis Power and Virtue that ſupports their Heaven. 
Our Royal Standard to the City bear, 
T'alarm it to Obedience, or to War, | 
To-morrow muſt decide th Aihbenian Fate, ) Exeunt all 
This Day to Joy and Eaſe we'll conſecrate. but Ti. 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Ungrateful King ! thy ſhallow Aims purſue ; 
But, my briſk upſtart Favourite, have at you. 
Was it for this my active Youth I ſpent 
In War? and knew no Dwelling but a Tent! ! 
He I for this thro' invious Mountains paſt ? 
Demoliſh'd Cities, and laid Kingdoms waſte ? 
Still in his Cauſe unweary'd Courage ſhown ? 
And almoſt hid his Head in Crowng, I won ? 
Upon my Breaſt receiv'd ſo many Scars, 
They ſeem a War deſcrib'd iu Characters? 
And moſt the Harveſt of my Toil and Blood, 
Upon a fawning Rebel be beſtow'd ? 
Who having falſe to his own Country been, 
Comes here to play his Treaſons o'er again ? 
Mull he at laſt tumble my Trophies down, 
= And revel in the Glories I have won ? 

| Whilſt from my Honours they me diſengage, 
With a dull Compliment to fecble Age. 
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A Preſent to an envy'd Favourite's Heart; 


| Nay, you ſhall all be Saints when I come down. I Zu. 


20 ALc1iB1IADEs. 

What ails this hardy Hand, that yet it ſhov'd 

Tremble at Death, or ftart at reeking blood ? | : 
Methinks this Dagger I as firmly hold, | Draws a Dagger. 
And with a Strength as reſolute and bold, | 


As he who kindly would its Point impart, 


And I, fond Yooth,, will try to work thy Fall, 
Tho! with my own I crown thy Funeral. 
Envy and Malice from your Manſtons fly, 
Reſign your Horror and your Snakes to me: 
For I'll act Miſchiefs yet to you unknown 
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ACT 


ALC1BIADE'S. 


4c u. SCENE I. 
SCENE, A Grove adjoining to the Spartan Camp. 


Enter TIMANDRA and DxzAxILLA. 


TIMANDRA. 
HAT uncouth Roads afflified Lovers paſt! 
How ſtrange, prepoſt'rous StepstheirSorrows trace 
Oh, Alcibiades, if thou art juſt, 
Forgive th' Exceſs of Love that bred Diſtruſt. 
| Driven by that, diſguis'd I hither came, 
Yet here and ev'ry where my Grif"'s the ſame. 
But kind Draxilla's Friendſhip can diſpel 
The thickeſt Clouds that on fad Boſoms dwell : 
That does alleviate my Griefs, and give 
My weary'd Soul a ſoft and kind Reprieve 
Which ever to forget would be as hard, 
And as impoſſible, as to reward. 
5 DRAXILL A. 
The ſerving you, OT 
I'm only ſomething by my bein 2 
Since equally with yours, my „ 
When in your Lover I a Brother loſt; 
Then like an Orphan, deſtitute and bare 
Of all, but Miſery and ſad Deſpair, 
Your Kindneſs gave my yielding Spirits Reſt, 
And rais'd me to a Dwelling in your Breaſt : 
Then ought I not, in all, my Soul reſign, - 
To eaſe her Griefs that kindly pity'd mine ? 
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22 ALCIBIADES. 
| TIMANDRA. 
In that I did what Honour urg'd me to. 
DRANXILL A. 
Aud Honour tells me Gratitude is due. 
| TIMANDRA. 
But how grows Gratitude to that degree, 
To be afflited thus and weep for me? 
DRAXILLA. 
Alas! that is the leaſt chat I could do; 
To our worſt Enemies our Tears we owe. 
Friendſhip to ſuch a noble height ſhould riſe, 
As their Devotion does in Sacrifice, 
Who think they ſhew a Zeal remiſs and ſmall, 
Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. 
With as great Courage could I for you die, 
And my triumphant Soul to Heaven ſhould fly; 
There I again my Friendſhip would renew, 
And lay up chiefeſt Joys in ſtore for you. 
TIMAND RA. 
What vaſt and boundleſs Flights does Friendſhip take 
Beyond what: Search can ſee, or Fancy track? 
is the Improvement of the Part Divine, 
When Souls in their ſeraphic Tranſports join ; 
In Souls united, ſo we Friendſhip fee, 
As many Glories make a Deity. 
Enter Aleisfabzs from the back part of the Scenes. 
| DRAXILL A. 1 
Madam, yonder he comes who muſt retrieve 


Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys revive. 


TIMANDR 4. 
My Alcibiades ! how l begin 


To think my miſplac'd Jealouſy did fin ! 
Go meet him, ſeem all troubled and in Tears, 
And with the Tale I taught thee wound his Ears: 


In ber A 


| ALCIBIADES, 

Mean while I will withdraw myſelf this way, 

Nor woeld my footing Zaibens for ma. dap. 4 
l „ 

41401214928. . 

What airy Viſions o'er my Eyes there move, 

Like the good Genius of an abſent Love! 

Where-e'er I turn me, I methinks eſpy 


Timandra's Image ſoftly gliding by. 
Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach, 
To make 'em fancy what they cannot reach. 
For Oh, Divine One ! 
| How fickly Joys, Honour and Greatneſs grant, 
When thee the Glory of my Soul I want! 
DRAXILLA. 
ALCIBIADES. 
——Guard me, ye Pow'rs! Draxilla here, 
And weeping too! Oh my prophetic Fear! 
What is't your coming here would ſeem to tell ? 
Relate, oh quickly, is my Princeſs well ? 
| DRAXTEL 4. 
nr 
When to the Sparian Cam Flight, 
| WIe by d 
Both to forſake your Country and your Love; 
Timandra, and myſelf, as we were fat 
partment, grieving for your Fate; 
No ſooner, with fad Jealoufies 
Her wearied Soul in Sleep ſought after Reſt, 
But Grief new Scenes of Miſery brought in, 
And plaid in Dreams its Horrors o'er again : 
Sometimes her tender Arms ſhe'd forward ſtretch, 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would catch: 
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Weary d with Grief, ſhe then would milder be, 
And in a hollow Sigh ſend out, Ah me! 


22 AL 11149128. 
TIMANDRAY. 
In that I did what Honour urg'd me to. 
SMILIES 
And Honour tells me Gratitude is due. 
"- INANDRA 
But how grows Gratitude to that degree, 
To be aMicted thus and weep for me 
DRAXILL A. 
Alas !- that is the leaſt chat I could do; 
To our worſt Enemies our Tears we owe. 
Friendſhip to ſuch a noble height ſhould riſe, 
As their Devotion does in Sacrifice, 
Who think they ſhew a Zeal remiſs and ſmall, 
Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. 
With as great Courage could I for you die, 
And my triumphant Soul to Heaven ſhould fiy ; 
There I again my Friendſhip would renew, 
And lay up chiefeſt Joys in ſtore for you. 
TIMANDR A. 
What vaſt and boundleſs Flights does Friendſhip take! 
Beyond what Search can ſee, or Fancy track ? 
"Tis the Improvement of the Part Divine, 
When Souls in their ſeraphic Tranſports join; 
In Souls united, fo we Friendſhip fee, 
As many Glories make a Deity. 


Enter ALCIBIADEs from the back part of the Scents. - 
DRAXILLA. a 
Madam, yonder he comes who mult retrieve 
Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys revive. 
TIMANDR A. | 
My Altibiades ! how I begin 
To think my miſplac'd Jealouſy did fin ! 
Go meet him, ſeem all troubled and in Tears, 
And with the Tale I taught thee wound his Ears : 


— 
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airy er my N move, 
Like the good Genius of an abſent Love! 
Where-e'er I turn me, I methinks eſpy 
Timandra's Image ſoftly gliding by. 
Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach, 
To make 'em fancy what they cannot reach. 
For Oh, Divine One ! 
How fickly Joys, Honour and Greatneſs grant, 
When thee the Glory of my Soul I want! 
| 924441114. 

5 ALCIBIADES. 
And weeping too! Oh my prophetic Fear! 
What is't your coming here would ſeem to tell ? 
Relate, oh quickly, is my Princeſs well ? 

 _ DRAXILL 4. 

Oh Sir! In that unhappy fatal Night, 
When to the Spar/an Camp you took your Flight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were drove, 
Both to forſake your Country and your Loves 
Timandra, and myſelf, as we were fat 
In her Apartment, grieving for your Fate ; 
No ſooner, with ſad jealouſies oppreſt. 

Her wearied Soul in Sleep ſought after Reſt, 
But Grief new Scenes of Miſery brought in, 
And plaid in Dreams its Horrors o'er again : 
Sometimes her tender Arms ſhe'd forward ſtretch, 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would catch: 
Weary'd with Grief, ſhe then would milder be, 
NN 


ALCIBIADES. 23 

Mean while I will withdraw myſelf this way, © 
Nor wouls . 

[Gw 10 the Dew 


"= ALCIBIADES. 
At laſt ſhe roſe, and bout the Chamber walkt ; 
Sometimes ſhe ſtarted, then ſtood ſtill and talkt : 
Anon repeat ſome ſhort and pithy Pray'r; 
Again grow wild, and tear her -precious Hair ; 
Till having fo Sorrow to that Height, 
That her Soul grew 100 tender for the Weig ty 
Ere I my Coarage could collect. to go 
And give a Hindrance to the fatal Blow, 
She with her Dagger ſtabb'd herſelf, and lid, 
Thus dy'd Timandra, that unhappy N 
ALCIBIADES. _ 

Ye Gods! Is't thus your Juſtice you diſpenſe, 
To lay th' Reward of Guilt on Innocence? 
What tho' theſe ſacrilegious Hands have thrown 
Your Images, thoſe pageant Glories, down ! 
Muſt you Revenge on her I lov'd transfer ? 
You might have plagu'd me, fo'y'ad pity'd her. 
But thus I'll ſend my Soul, where it may tell 
She lov'd too raſhly, but not lov'd too well: 

[Offers to fall on his Sword, but it hinder” & Draxilla. 
Oh Siſter! do not hinder me my Death; 
Sighs are the only Uſe Pre left of Breath : 
One Blow will put an' cull to Grief and me, 


Enter in a. 


TIMANDRA :: 
That, Sir, you muſt not do, nor muſt I ſee. 
[Alcibiades farts. 
Why fly you back ? Nay, if you ſhun me now, 
I ſhall grow apt to think my Fears too true, 
ALCIBIADES. 
Oh Heavens ! does then my dear Timandra live! 
The Joy's too mighty for me to receive; 
This was the greateſt Bliſs Heaven had to give. 


How 


” © as 


5 To let ſuch Bliſz be dee A in 


ALC1BLIADES. 


How raihly did my impious Rage profane 
Your Goodneſs! Oh but waſh away thas Sis 


Then I with Victims will your Altars load, 
And have a Sacrifice for ey'ry God: 

Till by thoſe holy Fires this black Offence 
Be purg'd, and purify'd. to Innocence. | 
But, Deareſt, how D 


To tell me you were dend! 


Moſt damp my Sul. and chill me into Death? 


TIMANDRA. 


Alas ! my Fears could find out no Relief, 


But thus Faſſault you in the Garb of Grief ; 
ſecures, 


This Trial of your Faith my L 
As Thander ulders is Show'rs. | 
ALCIBTUDES. 


Thok ace, Mit that on our Boos dwell, | 28 
Being of no other polleſt, 
Yar which fall Linde: prove, and tov the . 
TIMANDRAIA © 4 
And when our Miihe happy Hearts ſhall be 
Firmer united by that ſacred Tie, 
How in an endleſs Road of N wel move, 


Steering our Motions by our perfeft Love! 
There we with Pleaſure will recount nf os, 
Which we have 
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paſe'd, and others 


Ho ea oe a ee 
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26 | Atciniapes. 


Their fall grown fbys remioe's happy Birth, | 
As Planets in their kind Conjunftions ble the Earth. 
ALCTIBIADES.. | 
Then, my Timandya, to our Bliſs let's fly, 
There's bur one Minute more to Eeftafy. [Exennr, 
| Enter QI and AA Dir. 
ULT 
Oh my Ardelia, whither ſhall I turn ? 
I'm all o'er Flame, in ev'ry Part I burn. 
ARDELLA 
| 1 — 
UEEN. 
—Fool, Majeſty 1 's that? 
Th' ill- natur d Pageant Mockery of Fate; 
When her —— 8 ſhow, 
Raiſing us high 
But I'll her ſervile Policy deſpiſe, | © 
And make ber loop to Love's great Viftories. 
'Th' Almighty Po r of Hear's came down from ene, 
To tafte the Sweets of am'rous Excellence : | 
Why then ſhould Princes, that are Gods below, 
Think what a Sin which Heav'n is proud to do ? 
ARDELL 4. 
But, Madam, is it not a cruel thing | 
Teabuſe a loving Huſband, and kind King ? 
| SUEEN. - 
Dull Girl, thou know'ft not what a Huſband is: 
But ignorantly with Love's Magick play, 
1 
Isa that brave Alcibiaula there ſu W 755 
9 hes all over Charm 4 | D 


Ar e143. 27 
Such killing Airs in each part of him move, 
His Brows dart Majeſty, and his yes Love: = 
Oh my Kulla, 1 am loſt in WIT ans ay 
4222174 
rr 
e 
er. 
dne to wt + hoot hal 
Canſt thou expreſs a melting kind Defire, © 
And gire «feeling Draaght of Love's ot Pre? | 
3 422221 4 192 1 
As one, who by ſome great —— Rn > 
1s hurry'd thro? the in an Hour, © 
And for Return —— 5: 87 3 


| UBEN. 
My better Angel ! Fly then fiſt as Time, 
Or Thought; thou gain n x Queen in gaining 
But uſe ſuch — ho Ks, 
1 Ae ů eli 
Madam, diſtruſt not but that I hall do, n 
Both what is 00 your me = 
Honour ! a very Word; an empty Name ! 
How dully wretched is the Slave to Fame ! 
Give me the Soul that's large and unconfin'd : 
fern neee. * 1 0 
When ended wid a en 
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28 'ALC1BnIADES. 


Jae: Dao namg owns oe | 

TISSSPHERNES.' OOTY 

Madam, by the King's. Comtniad I's a6 you fun, 
Who attends your Royal Preſence in his Tent. 1 $36: 3 

Duane 

I go— K [Exit Queen and Arc 
TISSAPHERNES.' b 
—— Now all is methinks I fe — 


Treaſon walk hand in hand with Deſliny, Fa 
And both in a kind Aſpect ſmile on w 4 
Now the whole een proceeds: to. folemaine 5 
The Nuptials of proud Alri bias; ' 2 A 
Where ev'ry thing does as Il wiſh combine, 

To give a happy End to my Defigo. 
ob. Cuttom 3 Fealt, 
With a full Bowl prefents bis chiefet Ged. | 

The Cups, by my great Secrecy and Care, 

With A v7 

Which when our Alcibiades ſhall 

And offer as his Duty to the King, 

The Poiſon and his ſudden Death will dn. 

Fully a traiterous Deſign in him. 

'Then muſt the Cas defieadiog me. and fo... 

I feaſt my Rage, and my Ambition too. b 

Let Coward Spirits ſtart at Cruelty, 

Remorſe has ſtill a Stranger been to me. 

I cam look on hep N with aha fraun Kyes, - 

As Prieſts behold the falling Sacrifice. 

Whilt they yell out the Horrors of their Moans, 
r; eden + 


Enter Carram of the Guards. 


— 
| — 
See the Guards double, e (Ex 
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Arles iA. 29 
The Scene drawn, diſcovers the Text of a Pavilienz in it 
an Altar, behind which are , the King and Queen, 
attended by T1323 armunnas, PaTzoOcCLUs, and the reff 
of the Camp; ere ar e * 
Hymen. 2 f 

KING. 


Each Day brings ſome Sorprize, of Pleaſure, 
En Der eg the God of War. 
Six Priefs of Hymen dance. 


The Dance ended, Enter Chief” Prigh and Prigfes of Hy. 
men, Prieff lad bred: 


ALciniaves. | 
"PRIESTS ans 
Dirafting Jealouſics and « ahi | AY 


| Won 


here 


Wen 


| AN; | PRIEST EEE» a rναν A 
1 CHORUS. 
No Tears but tho of Joy, no Patings bu of Bi 
. 2.RIAECEREDS 1 
. T IT 1 
o A Rn Ne“ 
For 'tis the greateſt Work above, 
To be Innocent, and Love. Whig Ede 1 
| What mining Delights muſt they have there ! | N 
CHORUS. 
Who on Earch to their Honour are juf, ad their Love, 
Muſt reap" the chief Bleſſin above. _ 


PRIEST. , 
Let's then and Hymes's Aid implote, © 
. 


C 3 _ PRIRKST- 


30 4792241 
« PRIBSTBSS. 


PRIESTESS. 

 -» © © Agreed. 

pate; tas 3 2 | 
CHORUS, + 

Crown the | Ie of. this Bay. Nia $4 

See, ſee theſe pure refin'd Deſires 

Wait at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch, to improve their Fires. 


bill this Chorus is finging, Hymen enter: with bis Torch, 
2 joint their Handl with a Wreath of Roſes, which 
the Priefte/s firikes with ber mr res then they 
Mer both parts upon the Ahar, 


This Ceremony ended, a Dance vs f by 5 Priefts 
and Priefteſſes of Hymen, all carrying in their Hand: 
Hort Spears ma A worth Flribers and Boug hs of Fruit : 
after which a Bowl i: brought in; and preferred 10 
Atcistabzs, % immetiately pom the Receit bows to 
the Kino, who ace; with Gi, ane 
the Bowl of him, gan. oye wy , 


KING... — 
Te ſhew how firit a Reverence I have _ 
For ev'ry thing chat loyal is and brave. 
+ Lou. TER 
This Honour only due to me, ** gu, 
Thus, Ti/aphernes, Tconfer on thee, [Preſents bin the Bowl. 
TISSAPHERNES. | | 
Contuſen !, YE 1cans 


* & be * Fn 2 * . 5 Ny. 4 0 ö 7 5 £ 
, * 91 5 7 
1 — 6 $3 » . 7 f, 
911 ad ati: e 
* 
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ALC1IBIADES 


Thy Wits far hats Joy. n 
TISSAPHERNES. 

I muſt obey your Majeſy 
[ Proffering te drink, 2 
te K back, 
PATROCLUS. | 

* Alas, 


 TISSAPHERNES. | 
My Health, Sir, nes no other help than this, [aint 
That you will pardon its Infirmities. 


The Wine was of fo ſtrong an Excellence, 
Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my Senſe. 
Alarum without. Enter Oynictn. 
A 


And hold an am'rous Combat with the Air, 
Looſly they fly, and with a wanton Play, 
Seem to ſalute the Sun-beams in their way: 
Whilſt their ſhrill Trumpets rattle in the Sky, 
As if with Muſick they'd charm Victory. 


32 Ale iA bps. 


And this triumphant Pride does higher grow, 

That they may make a Conqueſt fr for you. 

KING. 

"Tis well; ev'ry Battalia reinforce | 

With my late Freſh Supplies of Perfian Horſe. 
Their Fate no longer will delay endure ; 


Prepare to fight 'em in this very Hour. 
Fd have chil Day Keveather famous bu, 


For the Renown of Love and Victory. * 
Enter another Oryicns. 


2OFFICER. 

The Enemy, Sir, does on the Plain appear, 
And with re-ecchoing Shoutings pierce the Air. | 
KING. 

8 Beals decreed for Slaughter v'er they fall, 5 
With their own Bellowings ring their Funeral. [Exenne. 


ACT 


ALC1BIADES. 


Þ * * 
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ACT. III. SNR 1 
SCENE A. Cb. 


ee 


28 TISSAPHERNES.. 

\URSE on ee 

Oer ert, 
My Fury had begot fo vaſt a Birth, | ka + 
Fate wanted Strength enbagh 10 bring bt bs. 4 1 


That ſprightly Sound A T. AA 


kercely thro' my SO. 1 
Oh that I might one Minute Fate controul? © 
Could but command one happy fatal Dart. A tt 
To ſend irſelf inte the Gen'ral's Herr. 1 a 
Eater K. and Qu won CY | 
£4.47 WH its row: yo 
Thes matt prowl ties Aﬀinii thin dipnichs claim. 
They govern in a rude diſorder d Frame, | 
As Stars in a dim Senate rule the Night, _ 
But vaniſh at the Sun's more — wk. 
Allens now feels the Fury of my ls 244 
— ct guns r 
It may tumultuous and numerous b, 
ang 
UA 
headed 


* 
& 


ld - 


34 ALC BLADES 
*Tis true, when in their Hands a Rule they gain, 
They hnow/ (> wid thee Fowten, copemalendts. 


Lie Pine in x Fleet, * 
Seem dreadful; dat when by ſome juſter Force 


ED bis ws datt feeks, and ſhrinks away. 
M 

| You, Sir, havs r 

States are ſuch mean and deſpicable | 

Compar'd with other Glories y'ave ſubdu d. 


Their 3 ſeems but a ſoſt Interlude. 

+ | ene fhan for found « Retreat 
nr Laer a Men r 
a MESSENGER 
SURG eee 
The routed Fnemy makes a faint Retreat: 
 Vietory, bluſhing they no more could do, 
Wick a full Wing de ber Fight io you 

Thus, Deidamia, are our Wiſhes crown d, 
Love and Renown in the ſame Sphere go round: 
Our laſting Loves draw laſting Vi Gries, 
n 
a * öh MAE. 


es. 3 
* r * 1. 


8 7 F 
. 1 : #X o #4 POE E o F * 
fs # #& E...  & + & i 


— . 
z 


Abtei. 
MESSENGER. 
Ne'er greater e wes in Sparta ſhown. 
Troops were not able to withſtand bis Shock, 
Like Thunder from à Cloud his Fury broke 
Death and Amazement did attend each Blow. 
Long doubiful Fortune dally'd on her Wheel, 


Till at the laſt the brave Pulyadus (ell. 

His Loſs did fo amane the Enemy 
That in diſorder they began to fiy.. 

Yet brave Theramnes rally'd in their Head; | 
Tho“ ſo their Fate was but awhile delay'd, - 
For by our Gen'ral he was captive made. 
At which again they did their Flight renew, 
Wich Numbers too | tatter d and fo few, 
It had been Barbariſm to purſue. 

Then fair Timandre, who from far had been 
An anxious Looker on this Tragic Scene, 
With all the hafte Joy could, or Love afford, 
Flies to congratulate her copqu'ring Lord; 
Now both in ſolemn triamph this way move, 


And neither ſcem'd tu move it, nor land till, 


To crown your C as you crown'd ther Love. 


 (Trampers. 


Enter Al i148, armee te, TIA DA, 


Tau Ne. 


([Alcibiedes tro 6 te King 


KING. | 
Sir, of your Bra ry I've already heard, 
So much above the Power of Reward; 
It were but juſt that I hould Homage do, 
Aud offer up acknowledgments to you. 


36 ALCITBL&ADES. 


eren 
— Pere Tobi Td | 
For all thoſe Glories which their Conqueſts claim, 
They only have ſubordinate from them. 
Thus th wy Sword this Captie has o'ercoms, 
It is from you he muſt expect his Doom. 
-THERAMNES. 
Yes, and in this you have o'ercome him too, 
Curſe, tho' I am your Priſoner, I hate 
To hex your Pie aha mo wit Fo. | 
| ALCIBIADB8 
N — 
F — 
Know, had your Fate been mine 
And there have revell'd, Rival, — 
ALCIBIADES. 4 
Sir, for your Love, you ſhew but weak Pretence, 
all your Arguments are Inſolence. 
Whence does it ſpring ? 


— From whence your Bliſs 
eee ee as” 
F'l love her fill, and what's | 
ore Idan wo Uo 0 
This Redenefs, Ti ary FURY Tens cagage7 as 
n * 


2 


N Nor ſhall my Chains obitru8t thy T 
Thou didfſt me in Timanche's Lovey | 
For which I gave thy Glories a Remove; © 2 
And on thy Ruins made yl more great: = | | * 
D 


My Fury with my Fortune ſhat't decreaſe, © 
dee eee, roy Mey 
By all Deſpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall deſign, 
Till ay IRC PE FONT ROE ak 

„ 

Rave 0n; h 'of yoar Threats no Senſs T ef, 

I'd h nme DO 
„ 'KING. + 4434S £3 . 1 

But I'll take care that he ſhall better know, 

wi OTE * 
How dare you offer here theſe Inuries ??, 
Know you how muck cu» quitanc Man Tye Þ |" 
Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear, 
Be his Bonds narrow, and Reſtraint ſevere. | 


* _ ow ts © 


Since in Brod bb = hot Frenny reigns, # [| 
nero ed ee Pang | 
THBRAMNES. © | | 

| $0, Ling, as chan Sadr onlh Wha eagle | 
3 have a Soul can ſmile when thou doft fan. | 
Whilſt I Timendrd's fair Idea wear, [ 
[can'c wane Freedom, for FN think of her; Ir guard 2 


1. EING" 
. Ee, 2 
Who are you# lives ho other Fotevicaaer : 
| — 4... /. .- .-.\.. — = 
rr <3 


38 4411214025 
No greater Aims nor, more Ambition know, 
LLCIBTADES 
Your gen'eaes.TOpenenr Uſed Makes, / 
That Power which it gave em juſtly claims, 
— — td «. 


In Joys ſo perſect, nothing can more: 
Your ſpreading Glories weer ſhall (hrink or fade, 


Till you forget t' aſpire, and we to love. 
But how dare I uſurp the leaſt Pretence, 
Who caly dene e ag Levels e e e Par: 
This is that noble Youth, who, when 1 ſtood 
Beſet on ev'ry fide with Death and Blood, 
To my Relief ſuch gen'rous Succour brought, 
And things ſo much above ev'n Wonder wrought. 
 IPATROCLUS. 
. 
How much is to that ſacred Title due. ' | 
No, Sir, if your Life at hazard lie, ; 


Tho! thouſand Deaths mene dave me, on ru . 
And conquer all, or bravely with you die. 
ALCIBIADES. 

In Gallantry you are ſo abſolute, 
—4—.——.— gr —ꝓ—üJu-5 
Yet that Retarn accept in ſilence here, . 
Which is ſo great 'twill no Exprefiion bear. [Embrace bim. 

| TISSMISPHERNES. 
Hell! Sure my Blood is grown 4 | 

Can this my Son embrace the Man I hate? [Aal 


„ © {| TIE 
How, Tiſapberwes in thy good Age bet 


In ſuch a Son, of ſuch a Friend poſſeſt 
Thus from thy rey'rend Trunk freſh Glories ſpread, 


TIS 


And with their pious Laurels ſhade thy Head. 


Are t 426. 
TISSAPHERNEAS. 


In this warm Comfort patiently IU fit, 
Till Fate ſhall come and claim her late Debt. 


Oh my dear Boy ! Sir, be my Joy. thus mom, 
Foſſeſs the Father as ——— gain d the Son. Laue 4576. 
KING. | | 
Monarch, this prope, the Shock of Fan fy: 
n 
— . — 


Manext Al cin 80, Tr MAWDRA, ard Dnixitita, * 


- ALCIBIADES. 
Now, nobleſt Siſter, how ſhall be repay'd 


DRAXILL 4. 

lee 
To that finiſter thing we call Reward. 
Good Deeds their worth and value have from 
They their own Glory are and Recompence. 
| F ALCIBIADES. 

But Siſter, if I might one Queſtion move? 
frat rdaroctd r 
Your Pleaſure Sir 


pri: N 
Could you not Madam—— love 
The Friend, in whom Pm happy fince 1 came, — 
au]] Se? H var the 444 


A. 


— 


40 ALI 2140286. 
The ſad Adventures of my Love and Fate; 
So much your gallant Friendſhip did admire, 
That with your Character he grew on Fire: 
And bears a Flame fo noble and ſublime, 
— ewe cer gnchaFyan-prN 
— DP RRSXTYEEAS ; | 
Sir, that's a thing I cannot now diſcourſe; ' 
Love rarely conquers with a ſudden Force. 
Nor muſt I that acknowledge as my due, 
——̃ ͤGVN— — etl «4 
any thing in me he can approve, 
. 1338 
472401214 D RS. 
I ſhall no more your Modeſty offend : | 
Pardon a forward Zeal to ſerve my Friend. 
Bat if ought add a Blefling, twill to ſee » 
You made as happy as you have made me. [Trennt 


Emer T1i$$APHERNES and PATROCLUS. 


TIS , 
D'you underſtand, Patroc/us, what y'ave done? 
mann ng Bens $7747; 
PATROCLUS. 
TISSAPHERNSS. 
How can you then deſcend to things ſo baſe, 
That blot my Glory, and my Name deface? 
Whilſt thus your blinded Folly fo adores 
The only Traitor, that my Soul abhors. 
PATROCLUS. 
How, Sir! I doat upon the Man you hate! 
No, I had never Thoughts fo impious yet. 
By all my wo br byou Thy, 
Sunhappy to be held your Enemy, 


Wks 


Arenas. 
Rather than in my Breaſt his Image bear, 
d raze it from my Heart, or fab it there.” 
hy TISSAPHERNES. 3 
peers its x Blow will wound you . | 
But I will w 
— rous Reſolution you expreſs. 

then you mat ave debate. 


Should me Hear's can you conn tab 
break that Knot you hd fo lalcly 
War not your Love ths dd eur Pep jo? 
Dre 

25 ISSAPHERNES. at 
| Embraces tore! and Kindneſs ! what we f 2 * 
Haſt thou ſo long with Courts converſant beet,” | 


nl 71 8 


4 


Come, you ee r. 
PHTROCLUS © 
Oh let me rather beg my Death from yo. 
Can you command me, Sir, to wound n Hears, - 
Whereof I do poſiefs fo great a Parr? _—_ 
In that I ſhould prove x Self-murdeter; : 
Piercing his Breaſt, I tab my own Image tl 


eee 
Come, lay theſe idle boyiſh Scruples wat | 


a,, 
you bebold him rev'ling in my Place 
1nd teraing lf wy Hogg 
And can you of ſo little” Valoe prize © 
The Honour of yobr Blood, act we hiv?" 


1 


74. 


ALC1IBIADES. 


your Son. 

On the paſt Brav'ry of your Youth look back, 
There the bright Paths of all your Triumphs track; 
Think what "twill be thoſe Glaries to exchange, 
For a baſe, brutal, infamous Revenge. | 


'Tis ſuch a Deed as Fate will ſhrink to ſee, 
TISSAPHERNES. 
Then 'tis the fitter to be done by me. 
Give this unmanly childiſh Pity 0'er, 
Or ne'er preſume to call me Father more. 
PATROCLUS. 

Then ſee how I reſign that Intereſt here: Risi. 
Thus all the Bonds of Duty cancell d are. 
Whilſt ſuch black Horrors in Soul I fre, | 
Y'are not my Father, but ky, bag i 
Thus, thus my Breaſt Be your Revenge has room. 
Brave Alcibiades· - 1 * 
No, ſince ſuch barh'rous Miſchiefa you dare do, 
I'll die for him, but ſcorn to live ſor you. | 


Vr don't you e Ju your Boge grann Gar? 


As rooted Trees 


ALIS IA 25. 48 
TISSAPHERNES. _ 
Curſe on his Honour, twill my Hopes ga. 
But I'll ſmooth all in time. O my 
Now art thou werthy to be cad my own. 5 
None bat a Heart, that's wuly noble, co, 


Ever deſerve a Title to my Blood. * * (HP 

No, may ye both in your brave Fricadiip be * 

As truly TIC e ; | 
CL PATROCLUS.” . ; 


Is then my Father kind? can be approve © 
Our Friendſhip ? does he once — — 
Oh, Sir, let thus my Acknowledgment be givin, © 
Az we for bleſlings offer Thanks to Heav'n, [Lan 

TISSSPHERNES 

Riſe, riſe thou Comfort of my Age; T row 
Have underſtood all I could with de K 
Alas, in this Diſguiſe I did but try 
The Strength dend of thy Css. 

'Tis a Refreſhment to this hoary Head, 

To prove Mat Virtue which myſelf hae bed. 

Thus bleſ in Peace I'll to my Grave deſcend, 

As the declining Sun goes down at Night, 

Pleas'd with the riſing of an Off ſpring Light. 
 FATROCELUS... 

Such myſtic W » Fate does our Loves confirms | 
faſter by a Storm. 
After this Shock our Friendſhip's more ſecure, 
As Gold try'd in the Fire comes forth more pure. [Exit 

TISSAPHERNES 

There's ſome Foundation yet for my Deſign ; 
The Captive's brave ; Iſl try to make him/mine. © 
Unweary'd [ will let wy Fury # 
And leave po heart unſearch'd to 


nN 


As 5 , NON an BI ors > iD re or” 24 SAT 2s yes — , —·¹ä re > - > N 


LH Aren BIADE 8. 
"08 0 E N E II. 4 dark . 


4 is. Chains, 
 _ ATHERAMNES. 
13 
That it ſeems almoſt Freedom to be bound. 
Tho thus confin'd, ay eg Thooghts may fy 
Thro all the Regions of Variety. 
Here in a trice I can the World run o'er, 
— Tape Lolegoaien How. 
A 
That is the only Bitterneſo I taſte. 651 16 
This outward Newer bar my Body chains, TE 0 
Burt that the Freedom of my Soul dean. 
Why by my Rival's Sword did L nor Kall; 
So bravely have embrac'd one Death for all? 
Yet why ſnould I court ſuch an abjeR Fate? 
Courage is the Supporter of the Great. 
Methinks I've ſomething yet to do, might prove 
Becoming both my Glory and my Love. 
Aide A . Finer — 
Enter T125APHERNES. 


Is that old Fiend for a Tormentor ſent ? 

Good Sir, upon what are you come ? 

Am I then deſtin'd to ſome harder Doom? 

me TISSAPHERNSS. | 

I know you hate, Sir, Alcibiades - 

Nay, and} now you love Timandra too. 
THERAMNES.. 

"TISSAPHERNES. 
| Sg, J ou dr bs bor, Bn i Theme 


1 — —_ cu . x x x AL © 


THE- 


2 


| Timandra left un 


ALcI1BlADES 45 
THERAMNGSS.' wh $248 
For what dark Rode do you — diag) 1 
Dare! s'death, old Sir, I dare do any thing. 
TI8SAPHERNES. 
That Word then all wy former Douby c, 


Be only reſolute, and Timandra's yours. * 34 $00 +; 
My Stratagems ſo ſubtly I will la.. 
That to your Arms your Miſtreſs . 
mr 


Your Guards I'll with adalterated Wine 
Secure; fo they charm'd in a 


I'll frem your Bonds and Priſon ſit you free. - * 
Then, when ſome happy Moment ſhall preſent. 


in her Tent, 
Both of us thither in diſguiſe will move, 


To end your | Rival, and — gtos of abi ow 04 


For when your fill of Bliſs you have enjoy d. 

And your fall Fieaſares with themlelves are doy'd : 

] thither will alarm our Enemy, 

Where by both Swords he mall be fare to die. 

And the next Ni (the Wacch-word: dps 

You may ſcape thro' the Guards to 
THERAMNES. 


Revenge! my Love enjoy'd, 
Then in ho Mate WR bi 


What ſtupid Ignorance the World poſleſt, 


That only Fury plac'd i'th* youthful Breaſt! 


No, tis in Age alone great Spirits are bo an 
The Soul's but infant when the Body's g. 


Which always threaten Rein, Dun and War, 


TISSIPHERNES. 
Alas, ſch tame Souls know but half a growth 


. 


| I'll make my Age a Step to & new Youth: 


7 * » 
7 3 * 28 * 4 ' 2 2 - 
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46 ALCIBIADES. 
Such Murders and ſuch Cruelties maintain, 
Ill from the Blood I ſhed grow young again. 
THERAMNES. 
Let's in the Name of Horror then go on; 
Methinles 1 long to have the Bus'neſs done: 
ing like Conſcience elſe may all defeat; 
You know, Sir, I'm but a raw Villain yet. 
TISSAPHERNES. 
Conſcience l a Trick of State, — by choſe 
That wanted Power to ſupport their Laws ; 
A bug-bear Name, to ſtartle Fools: But we, 
That know the Weakneſs of the Fallacy, 
Know better how to uſe what Nature gave. 
That Soul's no Soul, which Ana Slave. 
Who any thing for Conſcience fake deny, 
Do nothing elle but give themlelves the Lye. 22 


SCENE Il. The c 


| Enter PATROCLUS and DRaxILLa. 
| . 
Madam you fly a Lover's r? 
1 dy the Fe 0'f Bate 141 — 
DRAXILL 24. 

Vos cannot, Sir, rth' Camp be Beanty': Slave, 
Where Honour's th' only Miſtreſs of the Brave. 

 PATROCLUS. 

Bat 'tis a rugged Honour got in Arms, 
When not made foft by Beauty's ſweeter Charms ; 
That melts our Rage into a kind Defire, 
rr 

c DRAXILLA. 

r Phe: chk, 
Oft ſoar too high, and fo their Quarry loſe. 
But you, Sir, know-to moderate your height, 


| ſlack the t. 
Ming your Game, can eas ly —_ 


1. 


ALCIBIADES. 47 
PFITROCLUS. K 3 
Such faint Efays may ft a common Flame, 
But my Defires have a far nobler Aim, 
Religious Honour, and a Zeal chat; true, 
Rais'd by that Deity to which I foe. 
 DRAXITEL A 
Thoſe who to Deities their Off rings pay, 
Make their Addreſſes in an humbler way 
Not in a Confidence of what they” 
But modeſt Hopes of what hay hall receive, 
PATROCLUS. 
I in my Off rings no Aﬀurance have, 
Tho' an Ambition to become your Slave. 
 DRAXILEL F. 
Yes, but when once admitted to that Place, 
You'll flill be for ſome Acts of Grace. 
| PATROCLUS. | 
Some little Favours Pity can't deny, 


| You are too noble to uſe Cruelty. 


DRAMILLA. 
bee, Sir, the Queen? vs T 
8 W W 
Emer et ropes 
LUBEN. 


1 5 
4124. 1 K 
1 Maids Woke Command, I went, 
And met les coming'from'the Royal Ten: | 
Where, after th' uſual Ceremonies paſt, 
E'er, I would feaſt, I gave him firſt a Taſte; 
Told him how much his you approv'd, 
Thas he in n0 mean Puck of Glary mor, 


48 ALCIBIADES. 

Who in his Arms had fo ſucceſsful been, 
T'en a Monarch, and oblige a Queen. 
1 per d ſomething more, 
Began to intimate Love's mighty Pow'r, 

9 IIS 


By 2 e Fark d s. | 


Told im i ine it goly as is Dus 
QUEEN. 
ane 
Some Ecſtaſy? ſome Marks of lively Joy? 
AX DELLA. 
No, Madam, he knew better Policy, 
Talk'd of your Honour, and his Loyalty; 
Fine ſmoothing Terms to cloke a Paſſion in. 


QUEEN. 
. What? 
XD BELL | 
How much his C 


When with a ade Ven he took Ks Lee, 
As if he languiſh'd till che Miaem cane. 
r 
Doft thou then think be entertains my Flame ? 
Let's to my Tent, and wait his coming there. | 


Such Swarms of Love within my Breaſt there are, 

The Heat's too furious for my Soul to bear. 

What would I give but for a Taſte of BliG! 
Oh, the choice Sweets of a ſtol'n Happineſs! [AA. 


”» 
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A CT: W. s C E N E I. 
AL CADLA DA Wn file 


ALCIBIADAS. 


Dicjointed Nature A en Goal foubemy 
And held within ber Womb a Civil — 
1 who but now did Fame and 
And added to the Glories oof king 

Maft fee my T n 
By „ bn yori ro pon ir 
Why was not I born to a common Pate, 


Po ag the glorious Troubles of the Great? 


$0 in ſome humble Cell my Years have out, 
Bleft with a private-peaceable Content. 
The vulgar Mortal feels ne Fortune's Harms; .- 


NDER what fatal Planet was L born? 
err 


2 


The higbeſt Structures ll are Cook with frorms. 


See too, ſhe's here; what ſhall I do or ſpeak ? 
Fate has beſet me, I've no way to take. | 


a n FR 


| UEEN. 
My Lord, you g difcompor'd appears 
Surely there's nothing that'can yo. ney here. 
 ALCIBIADES.. 
Majeſty, Madam, is a thing Divine. 
3. QUEEN. 
If that diſturb you, Sir, n lay by mine. 
Methinks I apprehend u greater Pride,” | 
To view the Man whoſe Cloris ſpread o wile 


_ & i. we 5 n 410 


80 ALC1IBIADES. 
ALCIBIADES.. 
| Madam, you on em ſet too a high a Price. 
DUEEN. 
Perhaps I ſee not, Sir, with common Eyes : 
They beſt of Honour judge that Honour have : 
I find a Secret in TE ed 
You need not, Sir, unfold it, you can gueſs. 


AL 07274578. 
How craftity ſhe would her Luſt 


And ſet her Ills off with a winning Dreſs ! 
What's to be done, which way ſhall I conclude ? | 
. [ Afide. 
| cannot ſpakiy—nw' . 


OUEEN. 
Lend; let's fit awhile : 


Won't you vouchſuſe your Viſitant a Smile ? 
% ALCIBTADES. 
Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a Joy. 


| CERES 
Fie ! put theſe. Compliments away 
> nn heard to Day. 


n * G. 


The brighiaf Goddeſs of 2 Shy, 
How did h panting, fighing lie, | 
And languiſving defire to die ! 
For thegriumphant God of War 
Amidſt. his Traphies did appear, | 
4 Rough ar for m Fair. 
IT. ; 
r Lowes wore; 66 
The little d; who bas ſhown 
| More Congue than bis Sire Her won, 
He grew the migbtig God above, _ 
By avbich wwe bim a Rebel prove 
To Heaven, that dares be fo to Love. 


ALlLer 140125. 


51 
Del 7 n 
Hew the „ and how the 
„ ern f te e, n 
Let the Cynical l 
Who ne'tr Fame "1 Camp bad, N Ch 
of hindly the Combatt tach wiher fucceed, 
a mf iy oaths! 
The Air is c | 
a: FIT 1 
— ——.— 
No liv — of & {ebuln ! 
x le 1 The 


y Lord, your Hand; how beats your Puiſe ? I fear 
are ill; cold Drops upon your Brows appear; 
Fi wipe em off; come, Sir, Fears remove, 
You need not blaſh to tell me that you love. 

I'll do it for you, nay, T more will do, 

Bldſh for myſelf too when T bluſh for you. 

Sure this will cake ; whey Goos your Wonder mean? 


Is Love © unge 
ALCTSTAD PG. 6 ORs 2 


Oh name not that * 
C ee | 
Think what'« to Heaven u your Virus Gus. 
ws 
Muſt 1 be hated Mf and; Sir, by you?” Lsg. 
Piſh, why d'you talk of Heav'n and Virtue now ? { Math. 
we = >£ 54 - Lo 
Not new-made Mothers to their Infants bear 
A firmer Paſſion, or a tend rer Care. | 
Shew me yours, or your Honour Enemy, 
See with whas Vigour ryour Revenge FI fy. 
For you with Life 1 could part: 
whilſt that laſts, Timandra has Heart. 
| * 4 D 2 | * 2 EEN, 


32 ALCIBIADES 
The heavy Pleafures of the Marriage Be 
Taſte freſher Joys, and when they tedious grow,” 
Then che old Pleaſures may ſeem gay and new. 
al ALCIBIJDES. jo 
I expect 10 have heard, 
Where and ſuch Inqocence appear'd ? 
. 
Can rere 1 
9 thing to 1%, 
ALCIBIA +) Ts 


As con this, ſhall not need be . wi © 
I'll love you as the Siffer of ivy Blood. . 


n infipid hin, 
So little, we can hardly name what tis. , 
Where i is the a Ecſtaſy, Delight ? ig 
| ALCIBIADES.. 1 

I know y are beauteous as the bluſhing Morn : 
Your Beams the Luſtre of a King . 
That King whoſe Piety me happy made; =; | 
And can I in return profane his Bed? 1 
Tho', Madam, I've liy'd free, and 1 


Limits to any thing we call I 1 
Blood ; 


Vet raiſe not pew. a. 
| Beauty hath Darts too keen g0. vichlood. 

| TR Z ff 7 RT 

| Yet all its Power Tas no Force o'er you, 5 
| Your cruel Heart's immoveable; but know _ 
"Twill to your Honour be but ill apply'd, 
That for pour Jon eee ee 


er 
3 = n er 


ALc1B1iADES. 53 
 ALCIBIADES.. 5 
| What iv't your Majefty would have me do? 
UEFEN. = 
Are you fo ignorant t t you don't know ? 
SLCIBTADES. 

Death ! not to have ſome Senſe, were to unman 
Myfelf, but I'll be Conqu'ror if can. 4a 
Should | be made a Captive to her charms, 
E'cr | am warm in my Timandra's Arms? 
One Stratagem IH for my Freedom try. [ fide. 
Madam, no longer I'll your Pow'r deny: [To * 
For if theſe Eyes had ne er Timandra 
You only might have call'd my Heart your own. 
But whilſt with her T enjoy Love and Life, 

And you remain the mighty Ari, Wile ; 2 
Know this is all I can is juſtice do, } 


i 


I'm ready on your leaſt Commands, to ſhew 
F orion 

WEE £4 & +. 

Muſt I then only border upon Bliſs ? 
Reſt on the Conſines of my Happineſs ? 
As Soul ther ain. Maar Gn, 
See all its Glories, but can't enter in. 

44101491. | 

No, Madam ; free from the dull Clogs of Senſe, 
We'll reap Delights of nobler Excellence. 
Our entwin'd Souls each other ſhall enjoy, | 
Tread Virtue's Paths, and never loſe theis Way. 
But if one in his Motion chance to err, 
Strait regulate it by the other's Sphere: 

When the Gurt Zodiac of this Life we've paſt, 
With new-impt Zeal beyond the Stars we'll fly. 
There meet, and mingle to a Deity. 


"By QUEEN. 


54 ALCIBIADES. 


1742. 
Then to all Hopes of Happineſs adieu, 
Since my chief Blifs I've loſt in loſing you. 
Oh the tyrannic Cruelty of Fate, 
That lets us know our Happineſs too late. 
Yet why ſhou'd I to Fears and Sorrows bend, 
If only on their Fate my Hopes depend? 
A Rival, and a King, I may remove: 
There's nothing difficult to <p ie that love- [Exit Queen. 
AMALCIBIADES. | 
| "Mp She's gone, 
Greatneſs, thou gaudy Torment of our Souls, 
The wiſe Man's Fetter, and the Range of Fools, 
Who is't wou'd court thee if he knew thy Ills? 
He who the greateſt Heap of Honour piles, 
Does nothing elſe but build a dang'rous Shelf, 
Or ere& Mountains to o'erwhelm Kamel, [Exit. 
SCENE II. A Grove adjoining to the Camp. 
Enter Tis ayuurNEs and THERAMNES diſguir'd, 
TISSAPHERNES. * 
Now, Sir, y are free, and move, 
To reap the long wiſht Harveſt of your Love. | 
One Minute and yare in Timandra's Arms, ] 


Now fetter'd in the Power of her Charms : 
Methinks the Thought ev'n my old Blood alarms, 
 THERAMNES. 
His Rage ſure works him to an Ecſtaſy : 
How the old Monſter hugs his Villany ! 
Good Sir, diſpatch, I cannot brook Delay ; 
I waſte in ExpeRation of my Joy, 
But Hark, did you not hear a murm'ring Talk? 
TISSAPHERNES. 
Perhaps tis ſhe come in this Grove to walk: 
Stay, here they are; by Heav'n the ſame, tis ſhe. 
Retreat awhile ; bleſt Opportunity! [They go to rhe ak 


Are 35 
Enter TiuaAnDbaA u Book in ber Hand aad Dn axiLLA- 


TIMANDRA. 
Methinks, Draxilla, when Atlanta ran, 
And Slaughter was the only Prize ſhe wan; 
Her Power a too cruel Rigour bore, 
To kill thoſe ſhe had wounded ſo before. 
throw: off bis Diſguiſe. 
THERAMNES. 

Then, Madam, be not guilty of her III;: 
Me the poor Wretch y'ave wounded, do not kill. 
Ah in your Heart, if ſuch a Senſe there be | 
Of the Injuſiice of her Creekey 4 | 
How much ni acts Bends tos 
To him, who ev'ry Minute dies for you ! 
TIMINDRA © 
My Lord Theramne: / by what lucky Hap - 
Have you from Guards and Priſon made Eſcape ? 
| THER AMNES. 
Who wears your ſacred Image in his Breaſt, 
Is of ſuch "are Diviaiy polled, 
And from ignoble Bondage fo ſecure, 
That feeble Chains fall off, and loſe their Pow'r. 
TIMANDRA _. 
Then, Sir, in your intended Flight make haſte, 
Leſt by ſome fatal Chance y'are once more loſt. 
THERAMNES. 
No, I enjoy a nobler Safety here; . 
No Danger dares approach when you are near: 
Theſe Groves to Lovers Bliſs are dedicate, 
Free from th' uncivil Outrage of Fate. 
Come, let's to ſomething like Delight draw nigh, 
And loſe ourſelves awhile in Ecftaſy. ¶ Seizes W r 
TIMANDRA. 
cnt TR wy Lend! 
D4 TIS- 


2 - ALCITIBIADES. 
 TISSAPHERNES. 
| Good, gentle Madam, if you pleaſe, one Word. 
[Draxilla runs out, crying Help, and Tiſſaphernes after ber. 
«wk oi 5 s£ O.# 1 bo 
I cannot ſee' e Rival bil alone e 
Muſt he reap all the Sweets, and I have done 
N 
This Outrage, on my Knees I beg, . 
See, Sir, it is Timandra ſheds a Tear; [T returns. 
Her whom you vow'd you lov'd with noble Flame: 
Oh dou't by ſavage Luſt profane that Name! 
If *tis the Envy of your Rival's Joy, 
Remove, remove th' Offence ſome other way : | 
Save but my Honour, and my Life deſtroy. 
\THERAMNES. 
Such Tenderneſs might cool another's Blood; 
But I am too unhappy to be good. 
Let Virtue to dull Anchorites repair, 
Who ne'er had Soul to know Deſpair. 
I'll baniſh the Encroacher from my Breaſt, + 
And ſhake him off e er he take hold too faſt. 
Come, let's retire within this Covert by; A 
I am impatient, and my Blood boils high. 
TIMANDRA. 
I will not go, I'll die a Martyr here. 
100 3 
Then I muſt drag ou. 
TIMAND RA. | 
- - ——Barb'rous Rauber! 


Oh! oh! | 
Enter "apparent 
i wal AER CIBIADE Se 
———Did l nor hear a tender Cry? 
Oh Hear, ns! turn, baſe Hell hound, turn, and tie [Drone 
| THE RAMNES. 


That, El, will thus be better underſtood. [Draxs. 
1715 


ATLICTBIAMDES: a> 
TISSAPHERNES. N 
' Y've undertook, Sir, more than you'll make good. 
[ Draws. 1 herb mats or Gan, 
Emer PaTnoctvs. 
PATROCLUS. 

How's this ? aſſackted ! and by ſuch baſe Odds! 
Courage, my Friend 
¶AHſier a Zn 

Patroclus and Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus drives bi; Father 

off the Stage, and Alcibiades run; Theramnes Thb. 

ALCIBITADES. 
——To the cull hol 3 
Of tortur'd Souls that in dark Horror dwell, 
Thus fly, and to thy fellow Devils tell, 
It was my Sword that ſent thy Soul to Hell. 
THERAMNES. 

Hold, Sir, enough; I muſt your Victim fall, 
Tho' an atonement for my Sin tao ſmall. 
My haſty Soul can. make no ſlay, 
Death tolls his Leaden- bell, and calls away. 

And now like ſome fad Travler, taking View 

Of the long ] poragy oor IR | 

Wan I my Thoughts to Heav'ns ſweet Manſions bend, 

Without your Mercy no Admittance find. 

Oh but one Word of Pardon e'er I die; 

Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly _ 

Abſolv'd by you, it muſt have Welcome there, 

As Incenſe that is offer'd up with Pray'r. 
TIMANDR&RA. 

My Pardon and my Prayers too receive 
More than your Guilt could ask me I could give: 

Be happy as your Penitence is truc ; | 

And may kind Heav'a forgive you, as I Co. [Werpes 
THERAMNES. 

Ah! can your Piety vouchſafe a Teat 


Of Pity on an impious Raviſher ! 
D 5 My 


58 ALCIBIADES 
My Soul will leave me in an Ecftaly; 
And [I ſhall want the Senſe to know I die. 
Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet I bow; 
Here tis my Soul would make her lateſt Stay : 
Nor can ſne 
Beginning hence her Journey, miſs the Way. 
But I'd forgot; beware of oe [Dis. 
| ALCIBIADES. / 
| —— Who can fear, 
That is ſecur'd by Charms ſo pow'rful here? | 
Within theſe Spheres my Guardian Angels move; 
Theſe are my Seats of Safety, as of Love. 
TIMANDRA. 
* ue others guard, that can't defend 
Themſel „„ 

On this Diſaſter— 


Emer PaArnkOCLUS. 


 ALCIBIADES. 
So when a Storm's blown o'er, | 
And a calm Breeze has ſmooth'd the.rugged Deep, 
The joyful Mariners can fear no more: 
But thus embrace, and lull their Cares aſleep. [ Embrace, lin. 
Welcome my Life's Protector, only Friend. 
Hah ! what does that fad Look, and Sigh intend ? 
Are you, Sir, wounded ?— 
PATROCLUS. _. 
Yes, too deep, I fear. 
ALCIBIADES. 
Forbid it Heaven! where is't? 
PATROCLUS. 
——Oh here, Sir, here; 
My Soul is pierc'd, I'm tortur'd ev'ry where: 
Your Friend ! ah let that title be no more; 
Behold me as a Wretch forlorn and poor. 


Imagine 


ALC1BfAadD£ts. 


Imagine ev'ry Form of Miſeryz _— 
And when you've ſumm'd up all, then look on me.” 
ALCITIBIADES. 

Now ſome bleſt Angel to my Soul reveal 5 L 
This Doubt: Can he be wrong'd, and I not feel } 
Ah! kind Patrec las, this fad Silence break. 

PATROCLUS,  —_ 
Oh, Sir, you muſt not. hear, nor muſt I ſpeak. 
Paint out black Horror in-its deepeſt Dread, 
And Treopeof-dilinire havtbigater — 
And when that hideous Maſque of Hell you fee, 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me. 

ALCIBIADES. © 

Confufion ! how my Thoughts begin to ſtart ! 
A new unwonted Heat has feind my Hear, 
Something unruly, that would fain get Place ; 

But I'll ſubdu't.—Be free, kind Friend, alas 
Force me not wrong our Friendſhip and your Worth. 
PATROCELUS. 

That Charm's reſiftieſs, and I feel to ill forth. 
But oh it muſt not 3 Duty does forbid; : 

Yet what's my Duty if my Menour bleed ? 1 

Know des. ger dr this Rabborn fn would break! 

My ee Fathev-——oh | eee not ent. | | 
440491. 


PATROCL US. 

Led by ſome blind miſtaken Jealoufj, 
Heaps Treaſons upon you, and Shame on me. 
It was by him Theramnes made 
And 'rwas he back'd him in this impious Rape. 
But oh no more! Shame does .. 
Yet think whos he alttda carrie dn. 
Iu go and try if I his Rage can flay: 
1 may divert the Stream another way. {Exit Patroclus, 


ALCE 
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He ſells his Honour at tuo cheap a rate. 
What have I done that could be call'd a Wrong ? 
No, I've a Guard of Innocence too ſtrong; 
Whilſt I unſpotted: that and Friendſhip bear, 
No Danger is ſo at thas I nocd feat. 
0) : WE ANN PRE” © 
| Yet be not; bir, — BOO 4 
Some Pity have of theſe ſad Sighs and Tears. 
Whither, oh whither would your Raſhneſs lead ; 
To urge a Ruin levell'd at your Head ! 
Let us 
To ſome'Receſs that's ſaſe and humble go: 
Timandra can bear any thing with you. 
Let Int'reſt the unf d and warring ur: 
With us | 
Love ſhall ſupply what Fortune takes away. 
_ _ALCIBIADES. 
Sure tis not my Timandra's Voice | hear: 
She ne'er had cauſe to think that I could ſear. 
Have I ſo many Dangers over paſt, 
Poorly to ſhrink from Villany at laſt? ? 
No, with my Innocence Ill brave his Hate, 
And meet it in a free unduunted State: 
See all with Smiles, rn 
As infants unconcern'd at Dangers play. 
TIMANDRA 8 - 
Then I'll perform what to my Love is dues 
Unſteddy Doubts be gone, blind Fears adieu: 
I were unworthy of the heart you gave, * 
Were I than you lefs faithful, or leſs brave. 
And of my Courage too this Proof I'll give, 
When you ce: meet droge aun, Wo e. 


Ye 


Bi 
V 
1 
1 
= 


Nor longer be a Vallal % Betas ee 0) eee 
We'll in each other's chance'a-Pertion bear-... 
$9 Fate has thus at leaſt ſome KindneG ſhown, - 1.1! 
Neither can Wretched be, nor bleft alone. 1 
F 
EN E III. . . . 
tom Wo þ vob is ! Unto: 9187 
Bur Tia A x fe gx for. Pillai, » 
M L , ; 0 0 
. 1 7114 LALMN.. 18 4 
Sie, to a Point your Will's fulfill 'd;.. 
Therammer — — de oh 61 
Dr too, 
axilla 2 e A l þ 


For our Retreat, was in 
1 bs "TISSAPHERNES. 2 Fitts bak 
Next, as from me, n th 
To bid wy Son zuend me in my Tears, * en 
[n's Paſſage thither you may ſeize him, ſo _ 1 
Convey him him to che un 0 wt 


Foray we ge. 
«FT 


 TISSAPHERNES. . 
Ye are the beſt of Foguts} but Wbppear: - ag 
You know your Bu#'nels: So, the Kiog is here 
Enter King af Qy 32's amd. Sy 
KING. 
Lad ths cs 5 318 thi 
| TISSAPHERNES | 
Oh, Sir, there's Treaſon in the Camp; retreat 
But now the Guards 1 iv Confolian met, 
Who led me where Theramne: I beheld, 
The late Arhbenian Captive Gercral, kilfd. 
r 
Nis Honour, and his Gallanzry 19 54% 4 


ty” 


ALTO I ADS. 
Treaſons fo and horrid did relate, 
As would ſeem u 'Treaſon'to repeat, 
But, Sir, you have no longer here : 
Secure your ſelf, and leave all to my Care. 
KING. 
No moro yon know not what you urge me to; 
Secure myſelf! am I a Ki or no? 
That Monarch, who when ger's near fits down, 
er 
The beſt Securities in ane e 
We bat ſubſcribe to Treaſons which we fear. 
lpm ugh hr mem de 
To ſtem the Torrent I myſelf will go: 
In Stare TI mt Ms Foul capticions” Wretch, 
And dare hin with that Crown which be would ſnatch. 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Alas, dfead $8, ſorce me not to declare, 
The Name would wound your ſacred Breaſt to hear. 
I in revealing, Honour ſhould offend: 
He once was Noble, Sir, and call'd me Friend. 

KING. 

How, Sir, Jae Friend! and Traitor to my Crown: 

Reveal him, or his Treaſons are your own. 
TISSAPHERNES. *© 
Alas, but muſt 1 ue fo foul a Deed, 


TT OO * 
KING. 


Hell, Sir; d'ye play? Proceed. 
TISSAPHERNES. 
Then to be ſhort, he you fo lately ſtrove 
T'engage in all the firmeſt Tyes of Love, 
He whom you almoſt had from nothing rais'd, 


6 


And on the higheſt Seats of Honour plac'd; 


Has thence this Uſe of all your Favours ſhown, | 
To make ea 


3 Oe ai pod oo a. a it at a 2 


TSILFODOSEP 


- 3 -$..© © - 


ALC1B1ADES. 6& 
Deng me e! „ | 4 

Sir, — have mad Tumalt in my Bread, 

Which will eee 
dy Rr 


Licks tn me, if inflited not on you. We = 
Dine it cannot bes 
Wia 4 ” 

| TISSAIPHERNES. 44 
Sir, y'are unkind if you ſuſpet me falſe, 
| never yet abus d your Ears with Tales; 
Perhaps I'd now been kindlier underſtood. 
„ A Tam 
Alas, dear Friend, miſconſtrue not my Teal, 
Weigh not my Paſſions in nice Reafon's Scale. 
Who would believe a King ſhould bliadly place 
His Love ſo firmly, for returns fo baſe ? aſtray | 
My Soul's in a Convulfion yulfion till I hear... | 
| JJ ..... 
Yes, Sir, dis he, and thus his Plots were Ad. 
Th' Account I from the Captive had :; 
Whom he with Liberty had brib d, to join 
With him in this his treacherous Deſign: 


This Night with th' Enemy your Camp tinvade 
On Promiſe jt ſhould be by kim betray'd. 


Which when the gallant Captive did diſdain, 
He was to Combat dar'd, and by him ſlain. 
If you inſiſt on farther Evidence, | 
Theramae? marder'd Gaands enough convince: 
Hence you may farther Confirmation have. 
KING. | 
Be bold; ſpeak what thou kao 
4 FILLAFN. 
| — When to relieve 
The 
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64 A*Ve'r's'r ars 

The Captive's Guards, Iby Command was ſent, . 

I found em murder d at the Door om Tent.” 

In one of em ſome Life did yet remain, | 

. me they were hy our General ſlain, 

they Theramnes" Freedom had deny d. 

de 1 but at theſe Words he U. 

*KFNGC, pg 
| It was enough. Treaſon, how dark wr thou? | 

1 Shapes more various than e er Prorevr knew. 

By Heav'n I'll make him baſe, defpis'd and poor, 
More wretched than &cr Monſter was before, l 
Naked, and ſtript of all his Dignities, mm = 
III lay his odious Crimes before fis Eyes. as 
Then when his Mfid/is lab ring with _ A 
To make his Infamy che more com pleat, | 

Some common Slave'ſtall'on him june do, 

And ſend his Soul among the Damm d below.” 
Guards wait on him—— 9 0 a 
Go e er my Love return and rn 
And ſeize upbh the Traitor in kis.T 


A ſpeedy Vengeance Saying fn NOW rake, loo? yi : 


Twere too muck Ni lercy td it tos Og. 17 
Enter Auct BIiADOES and TrMA x 55 * 


"ALCTBIADES. 
This way's the King ? 
TISSAPHERNES. 
He's here leapt into th Net. 
Thus, Sir, ADS falutes you. (ce For Atc. 
e, | 
Slaves, retreat. 
TIMAND R A. 
Alas, my Lord! _ 
TISSAPHERNES. 3 
—— Sir, tis the King's Command, 
The eaſt of WT 2 durſt withſtand. 
24 * 5 41L C. 


e 


— 
— 
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AL ii r 

But, Sir, what Meaning can this Ulage bear? 
TISSAPHERNES. 


n 
ALCTBIX! 


tors in their Fall are like f 14 
1 wh) al K at his the Fun, , HEY Aa 367 
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Whom ev ng 2 Toy 2 
ry fawning Word or Foy. can _— 
By Heav'n Ill let you ſte, Sir, your Milke © anda 1 
Hence with the Traitor quickly to the Rack. fv e. 
Zern 5 
Sir, | 1 LE IF 
* rind. 
adobe 't Mat you enn thy, | 


16 wa wy Oven ad Yb Tien 
When you from Priſon ſet the Captive | free, Es 
. to win him to your Trearhety PRES" 
Whom, when on n 4% 
You kill'd, cauſe be more honour kad than yo. 
44 SN S088 
By all above, Sir, Fam innocents! 
| nc'er knew What the t en meant. 
Lat know from whence this 
From him that hates me, and abuſes 


66 ALCIBIADES. 
G 
"TISSAPHERNES. . 
0h Impudence! 
To What prodigious Height will Treaſon climb ! 


Dare you, Sir, charge me with your heavy Crime? 
Old as I am, my N al do m * | 


But—— 
"AL CIBIADES. 

— Monſter hence, and them that fear thee fright; 
Think'ſt thou to play with the black Deeds th'aft done 
Were I but free, tho* naked and alone, 

Thou too defended by a deſp'rate Crew, 
And all indeed 


prove my 
And chronicle my Honour in their Blood. 
KING, 

Is't thus, Sir, you would plead your Innocence ? 
Think you toutbrave us with K er 
Once more the Traitor to his Torres bear, 

2UEEN. 
But, Sir, your Jollice now is too ſevere. 
Twere an ill Triumph after Victories, 
To make the Conqueror the Sacrifice ; 
That Gallantry ſome Privilege may plead. 

KING 

His Treaſons are too plain, and open laid, 
And all his Merits weigh'd againſt them light. 

DUEEN. 

Should we him guilty of worle Crimes admit, 
And that in's Death you'd worthieſt Juſtice ſhew, 
Yet to forgive's the nobler of the two. 

KING. + 

When Deidamia pleads, I can't deny : | 

man .. 


on ar oe i ne + 
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Are 1491856. 
But (robb'd of all his Joys) let him be ſent 


— Impriſonment ; 
His Treaſures rifled, and his Wife a Slave. © 
| ALCIBIADES © 
o 
What-ever Fate 2 Gates me, 
It is embrac d: * be free ; 
Let all the Weight of the alledg'd Offence 
Light upon me; wrong not ber Ianocence. 
TIMANDRA. 
How mean and abject is your courage now ! 
Think you that | dove full hate rent cs | 
No, Sir; in this he has no Right to plead 4. * 
W hate er you think either has merited, © * 
Let equal Juſtice on us both be b:: 
nn 4 
ALCIBIADES. 
| KING. 3-4 3: 
. I'll hear n m6 | 
How dare you tempt an angry: Monzrch's Pow'r } 
But ſince his Fate fo gratefully you eſteem; | 
Let her be Pris'ner too, but far from him. 
He muſt not be ſo happy to have her, 
For Fetters would be Bleſſings were the there. 
| Go, ſee ye execute our Orders Rraight, \ | 
TIMANDRA' © 
Thus we with Giles wilt onamgia our Face. 
My deareſt Lord, farewel ; let not a Sigh 
Or Tear proclaim we grieve, our Partiog's nigh. 
Were it to quit our Happineſs a Pain, | 
| — = = Ig 
No, let us part as dyin 
Who leave this Life Sheet 


68 n 
Grief equally ignoble were as vain, 
Since we at leaſt in Heav'n ſhall meer a * 


"ALCIBIADES. 
80 from their Ordckis the Deleies 
Inſtruct the Ignorant World in Myſteries. 


But, part! that Word would make a Saint deſpair. 


Obedience cannot be a Virtue here. mY F 
| If fo, ye Gods; ye have ſuch Precepts givin, = | Ere 
That an Example would confound your Heav'n : * 
Duties beyond Omnipotence you enjoin ; | 


Can you forſake your Heay'n, or I leave mine? 
Till when thus, King, I'm fix'd beyond remove, 
With all the Cements of an endleſs Love. | 
Kill! me, thou yet ſhalt of thy Ends deſpair, | , 
My Soul ſhall wait upon her ev'ry where, 
Nay I'd not fly to Heav'n till the came there. 
| XING. 5 
Shall I thus ſce myſelf out- brav d ? away, 
He is a Traitor that but ſeems to ſtay. 
1 leh: a Sword from one of the Guards. 
on ES. 
Now I am arm'd, Death to that Wretch that ki 
| KING. 
Sir, do you think to look us into Fears ? | | 
Diſarm him Guards, or kill him. They fight and diſarm bin. | 
TISSAPHERNES. 


Puſh * 05 —— 
ALCIBIUD'ES. mn Fe 
1 =———Sordid Slaves. | 7; 
Thus nd the hdplef Lion braves. Ti 
Adieu, divineſt of thy Sex, adieu 18 
I never thought that I could part till now. ; 


Now I deſerve the worſt Fate has in ftore, 
Te? in ſo brave a Cauſe ſhould do no more. 
SIE [The Guard: offer to lead bim of 
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Yet ſtay, one Look. Thus does the Needle ficer 
To his lov'd North, and fain would FINE GE. DEAF. 


When in the eager Profpedt of bis Joy. 4 „ 
He is by ſome rude Artiſt ſnatch'd away. 


farewel 
4 


Farewel, and if your Memory 

E're vob you wich (ack 2 thin thing as J. 

nere . 

ra rather be forgot, than you ſhou'd grins . 1 
ALCIBIADES.. 5 

2 fall in cock Temple have i ls 


* _— Dub ] 


une rern 
KING. 

She's ; but en what mighty Charms there lie 
Conch'd In the airy Ota of on Ree! 1 


1 d gnother | 

corn Clinic or er Pier. 

And ill fear my 38 PR hy 42 
57 1 


„ 


1 n 


For if fo ht when to. 5 
How would [ e ſhips triamphatic on & 
"LUEEN. 
So, now or never mult my Love ſucceed ; 
Vainly, weak King, bat thn hi Doom dec, * 
Ie this beginning of hig Fall tha .. . 


But the perlt Fs of thy da 
Few Hours remidin Wit thee and 15 —— 
Till when grow dull in hy foray. 5 5 
Timandra's and thy Death is Deſigh ; 


Then if a Crown can tempt him, MN: ane. aer 
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ACTY, SCENE 'L 


r. ri . 


TISSAPHERNES, 
OW like a Lion on my Prey Mil feaſt; 
Reven , thou Solace to a troubled Breaſt ! 
bat 7. amen in Elzium know, * 
would bis Ghoſt rejoice at whar'f __ » Ap 


22 9 | F 1 q 
[Theramnes's Ghoff ei. 
TT % - TY f 


n nn . a GHOST. SP 
28 * TISSAPHERNES. 
Death, what is that I hear and fee! _ 
| r 
GHOST. q: 

From ene 
ar Sa e Tree an 
Where howling Fiends lie chain d, here” 1 Light, 
Bur thicket: Darknots hind Hh ime, 

I come to warn thee, Mortal, of thy Sin; 

Short time is here left for thee to remain: 


Twere fit that th e 4. 
S e in endleſs Fm. 
ere in N bee 


= Papi its WP ok, 

In an odd Speech; but be it 

Pim; Hell itfelf trembles at what 1 do; F'Y 
And its Submiſſion better to 


Sends this Ambaſſador to make its Peace, 
T 3A 


mw awo coo fo cicofo.,o oc + wt Mao if - 


as fo ww ffs Dos = waa Kos 


ALctDlandes. 


Let idle Fears the Superſtitious awez 
-n OM 
Repentance now be too late begun: 

Ages can't expiate what I have done. 0 
And if below for Souls ſuch Torment are, _ | 
Methinks there's yet ſome Brav'ry in Deſpair. 
The cafy King looks little in his State, | 
His Crown is for his Head too great a Weight; | 
But I will caſe him, and adorn this Brow. 

Thus to my Aims no Limits TI allow. 
r of 
My Bus'neſs; fo TU baffle Deſtiny. oj wy of 
Hell! No 324 $47 
11 a8 fock Things wilt hare I have Abode, 114,” 


__ $7 


Till my own Trophies raiſe me wo « Gd. = 
| aur Quinn. * 
UEZN. 
Now fach an Engine it I would have, | | 
I know he is a Traitor, and is brave. bst ng 


ru bait him with Ambition, that hall move ; | 
Then if complacent to my Ends he prove, | 


In to comply with his Deng n. * 
I'l make him but an Inſtrument to mine: n 'cadfP 
For when Succeſs me to my Wiſhes calls, — Lok 
2 porn daporr 11 et wenr pay 4 
un nenn een end * 
1 1148 — 1 
QUEEN... 6H yoar dim al 
My Father lov'd you well, | - af 
I've him oft of your Atchievements tell; | 
Wan 


5 and Triumph * it 775 
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"\ TISSAPHERNES. 1 
Madam, your Father was all good and juſt. 
 2UBZEN, 8 | 
He could, why may not I, your Honour truſt ? 
TISSAPHERNES. 
' You wrong it ell; your Father lives in you; | 
As I was his, T am your 
Tho! old, againſt your Foes this Sword ſhall plead 
Your Rightz'ning duryoer Foanve; and he 5 dead. 
R 
Nay, Sir, the Trai 5 hed rac my Foe,:*- 
His Injuries extended are to you, 
To you to whom he owes all he enjoys, 
Yet baſely him that gave him Growth | 
Whilſt for his Ils he would bis Kindneſs plead, | | 
To heap your Hanours on your Rival's Head. 
Rally your Courage up, if you are brave, 
And at once mine, and your own Honour fave. 
TISSAPHERNES.. 
Your Majefty would wean the King. NI wry 


Courage, „Sir, wrt; 
If you have any, find due to me. 
Thro' me theſe Honours you in Sparta bore, 
And 'twas my Father made you great before. 
r Soul” 

Has done me Injuries fo baſe and ſoul. 

That all that's good will bluſh at; his Vows paſt 15 
To me, all in another's Love are loſt. a 
Nay, with my Honour too my Life muſt bleed; a] 


He with the Gen'ral's has my Fall decreed, 
To take the fair Fimandri to his ed. 
Let's go furprize him now he's full of Wine, 
Ir 
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TISSAPHERNES. 
Madam, indeed the Injuries you feel 
Cry loud; nor do I tamely fee my III. 
But you muſt ſwear to me you will be true. 
UEEN. | 
By all that's holy I'll ſo to you. 
TISSAPHERNES. 
Tl do't; but, Madam, know, I undertake 
A 6 ati 5 19 
Shoals yon SENNA * 
- RUEEN.. 1 
Nay, now you are than before. 
To my fri Oath I'll ad Million mors. , F 
TISSAPHERNES. | wil bade 
And you will fill bo wlln@l'a7 the Crown? 
D 
Had he ten thou oats off roar can. 
TISSAPHERNES © 
This then's his Fate; pity a Crime were here: 
He ſhan't have Time enough to make a Pray'r. 


Drow ,.. 
ZEN. 1 
Be bold ; and proſper in thy brave 
And when his Deaths peſorm'd, the next i thine. fei. 
Exit. 
TISSAPHERNES. { 
This Trap was 1 « KY 
But I am not © eaſily e 
Her — — WAL hs (43 a 


A ſhe is at Deſign, | 

I'll to oblige her give her one of mine. ns died 
My zealous urging of her Qath was dane, 

Not to prevent her Flow, but hide ay own) 34 
01. reer oe 


4 


run 
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I cheriſh her in all that ſhe pretends, 

So make her Aims but Covers to my Ends. 

For when I'm ſeated on the Spartan Throne, 

Both her and all her Treaſons I'll difown: _ 

Prove both her Judge and her Accuſer too, 

And on her my firſt Act of Juſtice do. , 

So all my Doubts and Fears will be o'er-paſt, 

And by her Fall I fix myſelf more faſt. (Exit, 


An Apartment, with a Chair of State, and by it a Table, 
with the Crown and Scepter. 


Enter King and Lonps. 


| KING. 
My Lords, no more, we've drank too deep! I'd now 
A while be private. 
a9: b@OD8-' 
——— Royal Sir, we go. | Ex. Lords. 
KING. 


Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleafing Air 
Appeaſe my Sorrows and delude my Care. (Sits deu. 


"er © NS. 


| aka that rule, and Empires hn. 
How tranſitory is their State / 
| Gorrows the Glories do allay, 
And richeft. Crowns r Meiębt. 


The mighty Monarch Treaſon fears, 
Ambitious Thoughts within bim rave; 
His Life all Diſcontent and Cares, 
Had be ar be is but-a Slave. 
III. 
6 , 
To caſe the Burden of our — 
Each Grief a ſecond does invite, 
4 Sorrow: are each other's Heirs. 


ALCIBIADES 
IV. 
Fer me, my Honour I'll maintain, 
Be Gallant, Generous, and Brave; 
And when I Ni, would gain, 
At leaft I find it in the Grave. | 
Enter Queen and TiSSAPHERNES with a Dagger. 


UTZ 
He ſleeps; now let the fatal Deed be done. 
Hah ! what are theſe, the Scepter and the Crown ! 
So did the drouſy Dragon ſleep, when he it at 
Loſt the rich Fruits of the Heſperian Tree. | 
Firſt we'll ſecure his Crown, and then he dies. 
| [Tales up the Crown, 
Thus I'm diſcharg'd of all my Promiſes. 
Take this, and if 1 claim your Promiſe too,, 
[Pats it on bis Head. 
Ware King, and Juſtice is your Duty now. 
Come, by his Fall 
This your firſt Step to Glory folemnize, 
I'll make you King, make him my Sacrifice. 
TISSAPHERNES. 
I'll da't, but fay— _ [Advances towards the King. 
LURBAN. 
Nay, quickly to him go; 
Sir, he expects no Ceremony now. 
| TISSAPHERNES. 
Thus then I——hab ! how alter'd am I grown! 
| I ſtand amaz'd, and dare not venture on. 
There is in Majeſty a ſecret Cham. 
That puts a Fetter on a Traitor's um: 
I cannot do't.—— 
NRUEEN. 


Then look on her that dares. 
How deſpicable is the Man that fears ! 
E 2 | Gire 
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Give me the fatal Inftrument of Death; 

- .. [Takrs bis Dagger from hin. 
Myſelf will in his Heart this Dagger ſheathe: 
Then bluſh to think, if e er the World ſhould know, 
That a frail Woman durſt do more than you. 
Courage—he ſmiles, — Advances towards the King. 


Some pleaſing Dreams his Fancy entertain; i 
Oh it were Pity he ſhould wake again. 

Thus, King, thy Life and Empire I command : 

Accept this from thy Deidamia's Hand. {Stabs him. 


KING. 
Hah, murder'd! Deidamia, and by you ! 
What is't that faithleſs Woman will not do ? 
Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewel. 
When Aſter-Ages ſhall this Story tell, 
"Twill be u Truth too fad to be receiv'd ; 
Nor ſhall the World be by itſelf believ'd. 
Did I for this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, 
To lay all my Ambition at your Feet; 
When at the Altar ſtricteſt Vows I paid ? 
Nor were they with leſs Zeal perform'd than made. 
I lov'd you far above that Life y'ave ſpilt, 
Till ev'n my Paſſion was become my Guilt. 
1 for your ſake depriv'd Heav'n of its due, 
Took Adoration thence to pay it you. 
And muſt this be th' Reward for all I've done ? 
Yet I ſhall have this Comfort when I'm gone, 
That I no longer ſhall with thee remain, 
But die in hopes we ne'er ſhall meet again. 
He's gone, and now my Lord——— 
TISSAPHERNES. 
A while lay your unruly Paſſions down. view 
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ALCIBIADEBS 
View but the ſweet 


* 


of that Face, 


Where Grandeur fat attended by each Grace: 
Now there grim Death his ghaſtly Revels keeps, 


And pallid Horror o'er each Feature creeps. 


Weep, Madam, weep, to think your Rage has giv'n - 


Tha: Blow, which robs the World to enrich Heav'n. - 


Oh my dear Lord, that e er I liv'd to know 


Treaſon, I 269 Bay Treaſon, Ef com mmnmmms 


Iz't not enough y'ave ſhed my Huſband's Blood ? 


TISSAPHERNES. 
The Devil l 
SUSTN. 
And robb'd the World of all that's 
| e 
If not for mine, at leaſt for Virtue s ſake ! 
TISSAPHERNES. 


Hell and Plagues 


EUER 


great and good. 


But why do I name that ? for all that cer 
The World hd les of is lies der there. 


TISSAPHERNES. 
Very fine. 
2UEEN,. 


Yet tho' you've robb' him of his Life, fave mine : 


I'll live to aſk Heav'n Pardon for your Sin. 


TISSAPHERNES. 
So, now Pi flop your Mouth. | 


[Breaks from ber, and takes up 


E 3 


the Dagger. 
QUEEN. 


78 ALCIBIADES. 


RUEEN. 
Help ! Murder! Treaſon! help | 


Zmer Lon sos. 


| 1 LORD. 
How, Tifaphernes, arm'd againſt the Queen ! 
What means this Poſture, Sir | 
DUEEN. 
Oh noble Lord, 
If &er your Pity could a Tear afford, 
Weep down an Ocean there ; behold the Spring 
Of Sparta's Hopes lies murder'd in her King. 
And had not I the Traitor's Rage withſtood, 
He with my Huſband's too had mix'd my Blood. 
See where he guilty ſtands, 3 
wy <7 | ' 


By Tifſaphernes too? | 
2UVEEN. 

Yes, he to gain 
The Spartan Crown, this bloody Deed has done. 
See he already has uſurpt the Crown; 

His hot Ambition could not bear Delays, 

But on the Royal 8 thus proudly preys ; 

Inſults in's Ta 8 
| TISSAPHERNES. 


II am now run down | 
So far, that all Hopes of Recovery's gone: 
But, Madam, can you dare to lay this Guilt 
On me? was't not by you his Blood was ſpilt? 
QUEEN. 
By me baſe Wretch, would thy Impiety 
Lay this inhumane Regicide on me? 
I wound this breaft ? ah, deareſt Saint, too well 
1 knew thy Worth! [ Weeps. 
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TISSAPHERNES. 
Death ! the'll be Queen of Hell: 
Plate will grow in love with her for this. 
LORD. _ | 
My Lord, Treafon's above all Pardon. 
TISSAPHERNES. 


LORD. 

Then, Sir, b 
TISSATTTZTXN ZS. 
No, thus I deny. — 
I liv'd not by it, nor will by it die 
Was it for this my Stratagems I laid 
To ruin her, to be by her betray'd? 

Curſe on my narrow Fate ; but yet to ſhew 
That I love Murder too as well as you, 
Thus fm 
[Offers to fab the Sun but is binder'd by the Lord. 
SUEZEN. my 
See, how he'd flill purſue 
| His Treaſon ] hence to Juſtice with him go: 
Hourly let on the Rack his Pains encreaſe, 
Till he the Horror of his Guilt Confeſs. 

TISSAPHERNES. 
But glory in't, it was a brave 
The King kill'd! and I ruin'd! to compleat 
Thy Luft, all by one Stratagem, was great! 
50 great, that for its ſake 
I can with Satisfaction yield my Breath, 
Elſe I ſhould take no Pleaſure in my Death. = 
_——— be pleas d to entertain een 9 

laſt kind Precepts of a dying Man. 
Be bloody, falſe, revengeful, luſtful, all 
Th ue end Er Ines I ls 
E 4 Embrace; 


80 ALCIBIADE;S. 


Embrace; where-e'er you riſing Virtue ſee, 
Don with it, and ſet up Impiety. 2 
Make that your Theme, leave. nothing ill nndanc, b 
So copy T apbernes when he's gone; | 
Who leaves this Counſel as a Legacy: 

Tis my mn, and Ill in it die. "(Exit Ti dares. 
D2UEEN. 

een I'll Sorrows pay, 

And after his ſigh my own Life away. [Ex. Lords, 

So, now, they are g one——Hah, who comes there ? 


ae AuDELLA . 
mee; 
| T I. 
90 LUFEN. 

Ardella, on that thing caſt back an Eye; 
Twas once a King, but thank theſe Hands now none: 
Nay, ſtart not, T ſapbernes too is gone; 1 
His Treaſures all are thine as a 
 ARD c. 


QUEEN, 

See ſtraight a Draught prepar'd, | 

And Murderers; — next muſt fall ; 

Wee r. | 0 

SCENE I. A urid Tem. 

TrMAnDRA aſleep upon a Couch, a Spirit comes and fings- 

1 AAZSRLIN.. 2255 
Come my Salla, came away, . 
Thy Merlin calls... 


14 within, 
Whither ? T' 


You are too | 


MERLIN. 


ann 
Hither ; a Be, to day + 
JILES ? 


MERLIN. 
Se, welcome my Dear, 

But fr let's diſperſe the black Clonds that nga] 
BOTH. 8 

Round about this Place we range, 

And its gloomy Darkne/: change 
Te a bright delightful Grove, 
A proper Scene for Bas Love, 


The Scene changes to Blyzium.. 


MERLIN. 
Next, to divert this Fair One, all 
Our wing'd Companions we'll call, - | i" 
Whilft they their Meaſurer bere perform. 
BOTH. 
Come all you brigle Forms thes inhabiviahs. tins. &K4 
And eaſe — av Pleajures the Cares of the Fair ; 
Here frolick and ſhip, Oh no longer delay / | 
But let each clap bis Wings, and away. 
Several Spirits of the Air deſcend, * 
84141 EY | 
Now dwiew bouts Mon fans of Ref, 
Where Lovers with Eternal Toys are bleft. 


the Air, where the 
[+ glione Teng ape Air Spirits 


Cee, Fair One, fee, net long Var you | | f ot; 
ET 


teat 5 3. R is " 2 other 


[ come. 


2 A1 0 1214525 
Another SPIRIT. 
The lyfful Queen thirfts for yur Blood, 
PT RE r 
MERLIN. 
Mirybel jor cone alas, year Lever toe 
| Muſt mat a Fate the ſame with you. 
84141414 
But here your Troubles all ſhall cea/e, 
'Tis the Seat of endleſy Bliſs. 
_ CHORUS. 
Here in endl;/; Plaa ſures they 
Keep eternal Holyday. 
Here they revel, ſport, and are 
Crown'd with Toys fill new and rare : 
Their Pleaſures too can never dit, 
But like themſelves have Immortality. 
MERLIN. 
See the hind Spirits fili, and now 
They ll bly/s her with a nearer View. 
{The whole Body of the Temple moves downward. 
CHORUS. 
Deſeend, oh ye Glories deſcend / 
Who with Bleſſings eternal are crown'd; 
To this Nymph your hind Influence lend 
Whilſt all the Spheres with Harmony reſound. 
MERLIN. | 


A 


| Somerbing ill ts ; 

Come, Salla, come away ; oh come u, my Dear. 

They all wanifſh, and the Stent changes again to the Tent. 
TIMANDR A. 

I've had a Dream might make a Lover bleſt; 

Oh fweet Delights of everlaſting Reſt! 

6 of ths Favrancr 


P OY EO 


Ar et r 458. _— 


How's this ! the Queen ! 759 

| Ardella, with the here remain ; 

III in, and with ſoſt Words her Temper try: 

If without . 

Madam lnnn— * . 

TIMANDRA. 
—— — Your Pleaſure! 


* 
on den n 
| But the deſi Brand of Cs 
ua de Pr? of Gy you gre, 
And ſuch a Bliſ with ſo rare Patience left. 
_—_—_ 7  Þ 3” RO 

Madam, our Flames a nobler Paſſion rules 
Than Fondneſs, th' idle Guilt of war ring Fools z 
Our Loves knew a far higher Excellence, 

Than the half Pleaſures of a Minute's Senſe. 
7 USEZN. 

Then you may love, you can with him part, 
He has made a Conqueſt o'er my tender Heart. A 
Love governs here; and fince my Haſband's dead, 
Fate and my choiceſt Wiſhes have decreed, 
He ſhould both in his Love and Throne ſucceed. 
TIMANDRA. i 

Do you believe Empires or Crowns can make | 
Him his Timazdra and his Faith forlake? 
Or think you 1 an Atom will reſign 
Of that Heart which by holy Vows is mins? |... 


No, I will keep him, maugre Cruelty... 3x4 
IN eee 

But, Madam, do yon know what Fg os ed 
 TIMANDRARAM. n 11 ! 


Yes, 'tis to lay theſe Clogs our Bodies by, ©* 
And be remov'd to bleſt » 1d was Mars 5Y 


4. A1 c AD. 


BY Daly Reber Eüah t öüf GdB be gn. 
And by one put an end to Years of Pain; ; 
By that we in dne Minute find out more, 
Than all de beff Gehm en ſtudy for; 
Who after in dull Search thiave Ages fpene, 
Learn nothing but to know thiare ignorant. 
Death is a Bleſſing, and à thing fo far 
Above that worft of all our Frailties, Fear, 
Jt claims our Joy, fince by it we put on | 
The Top of Happineſs, Perſectionn 
Quit him! ns never obi T here have Breath 
He's mine in ſpite of Cruelty or Death. | PE 
EIN. 
Then enter ye grim Miniſters of Fate. 
Enter Murderers "with Poiſon. 
Does not your ſtubborn Courage now abate ? 
—— #7 3&4 
No, my Reſolves more fixt and firm are grown! 
dreadful Racks and Tortures yet unknown, 
Pro ck Tl fy with Bets, and rh do thou 
Tempt me my Love and Int'reſt to forgo, 
Midi ty Pains In ne and en hee o. by 9 
- gQUESEN, 
© But Minion, foon your Inſolence ſhall ceafe. 
Come, ſince ſuch Reſolution you expreſs, 
Take this ; demur not ; do't-- r 
* TIMANDRA. 
| 1 And is this a 
I thought to have had a more heroic Fall, 
to have nobleſt Tortures met, - 
Not by dull Poiſon to have found my Fate: 
But any way I can thy Power defy ; 
Tia for my ay dlibiade I' die. [Offers drink 
4 #vL, "QUEEN. 


e oe os hos 


ALILC ISI 61. E 
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<3! whether I to do x ah? 
With Life, when giv's by one &@ baſe « ar . 

Thus I deſpiſe it - (Drinks. 

QUEEN. & 7404 *4 «462 — 


What diſmal Tortures trait will on her ſeize? - 


So! twas a Health to Mlcibiader.. 
A : 7 


 _TIMANDRA. 
Now lu as what ty impiows Rage has done; 
My Alciliadis is ſtill my owns . 


And if thou him embrace — gone,./.., 
Each Night thy Bed IU haunt, and challenge there | 
| Thoſe Joys, of which thou haſt bereft me here, 


Anxious ſhall be each Day, di diſturd'd each Night, 
A reſtleſs Shade Il till be in thy Sight; 
„„ fright. | 
UEEN.. 
Oh, does the. ſucceed ! - 
„ ee 
Molam, Sers in foe, 
RUBEN, 
ELD ſuicteſt Care 
 Convay Ki9W bad wal ag Flee there, 2 
(74s Merdrers ond in Tins: 
Sweet Murder! Oh. no Phylic is fo. good - pgs: 
For th' hopeleſs Lovers a Rach af Blood. |... | 
But here he comes. 
Emer Ateliers. 
ALCTIBTADES. e 
2 — 22 va 
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How's this, in Mourning Weeds ? unveil, my Fair. 
Hah, not Timandra { {Queen ven 
— 


—No, Sir, the” | 
6 
Or could, did ſue yet live, but ſhe is dead. 
410174215. 
How, dead 
DUBFN. 
| Yes; 7 en that black Deed did do, 
But you will wonder more when I ſhall tell, 
That by his Hand the mighty Agi fell. 
The King is ſlain, both I and Sparra now 


Have — but What remain in you. 
ALCIBIADES. 


la me! alas! [am a Wretch too poor. 
Timandra dead | curſt ever be the Hour 
Wherein ſo fair an Innocence was loſt. 
Heav'n juſtly now may of its Glories boaſt ; | 1 
For the moſt bright and precious Saint that e' er ; 
The World enjoy'd, is fled, and ſeated there. : 
RUEEN. 
Why do you let your Griefs n your Soul ? 
Call up your Reaſon, and let Paſſion cool. 
See here a Queen, that courts you with the Charms 
Of Love, a Crown, and Empire, to her Arms: 
No longer for 7/mandra Sorrow wear; 
I will ſupply all you have loſt in her: 
ALCIBIADES. 
Oh, Madam, no; 
To love like her's a Task too hard for you: 
Love me as ſhe did! why, each Thought ſhe had 
OT ry might make an Angel glad. 


For 


4141274943. 
VERN. 
os n 
F your OF WA yOu 
Fog you if you Tn, thould farvive, 
You vow'd you only for my ſake would live ? 
You fee how Heaven has decreed 
ALCIBIADES. 
— A 
1 then the Blefing knew, bat not the Loſs; 
Beſides, I now muſt dio 
UZ. 
How, Sir, is't thas my proffer'd Love you prize! 
ALCIBIADES. 
I do not hate you may not that ſuflice ? 
5 UEZEN. 
Ungratefal, no! but I'll reward thy Pride. 
Draw back 
The Scene drawn, diſcovers Timandra on a Coach, 
in mir glu; 
joy thy Bride, 


TIMANDRA. 
No, Queen, ſhe lives, 
And ſtill to all D ny ys 
Do I behold my dearct Lord fo nigh ! 
Shall I again fee him before 1 die? 


„ Aera 


41027425. 


How fares my Love 
|  TIMANDRAI. 
Oh, come not, come not near; 
My Blood's all Fire, inſection's in each Vein, 
And Tyrant Death in 'ev'ry Part does reign ; 
But I for you could ſuffer much more Pain. 
ALCIBIADES. 


2 er ra here. | 


Kind Heav'n ! let all her Pangs upon me fall; 


And add ten thouſand more, IV bear em al, 
Do but reſtore her back. Oh curſed a 
What Devil 0 f 
WSS 
SS 

ves, I did do't; by me the King too bled : 
Unwerthy Wretch ! and all for love of you; 
But had I Pow'r I now would kill thee too. 

ALCIBIADES. 

Oh do't, Tl blot ont all th'aft done before, 
And never call thee baſe, nor cruel more. 
Here is my Breaft, ſoon the kind Work begin, 
Advance thy Poniard, ſend it boldly in. 

"DUEEN. | 

No, thou ſhalt live for harder Deſtiny, 

But firſt ſhalt fee thy dear Timand-a die. 
SSE 

Oh Miſery beyond the damn'd beneath ! 

Muſt I not happy be in Life nor Death? 
| TIMANDR A. 

Alas ! ceaſe your Moan ; 

I find my Torments quickly will be gone. 
Tho! I could wiſh they mi be to Years renew, 
— king you. 


* Y 
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ALCIBIADE 5. 89 
Now the black Storms of Fate are all blown o'er, _ 
„ | 
But oh farewel —— 7 

ALCIBIADES.. Ef 
—— My dear Timandra ſtay ! | irs 
Ah precious Soul, fly not ſo ſoon away ! _ 
But one Look more; will Death have no Remorſe ? 
See, tis thy Alcibiades implores. 1 b 
But oh ſhe's gone] ſeize there that Murderefs. 


QUEEN. 
* 


Seize me! die mare than all our Camp. can de 1. 
Whoe'er comes, here's my 3 alas, mean Fool, 


1 [Preſents ber Dagger. 
My Fate's a thing too great for thee to rule ; 

There lies your Conſtancy. [Pointing (0 Timandra. 
[Alcibiades flies to the Queen, ard /naiches the N 


from ber. 


410121422. 5 
Infernal Hag! 
Whoſe ev'ry Breath inſects, each Look's a Plague! 
Could not thy Fury on my Boſom reſt, 
But thou muſt wreak thy Vengeance on this Breaſt? 
To murder her |-—curſe on me that I fland 
[Preſents the Dagger to her Breaft. 

—But oh twould brand 
My Trophies with eternal Infamy, 
If by my Hand fo baſe a thing ſhould die: 
Her Ills ſo many, and fo odious are, 
They would diſgrace an Executioner, 
Vet I'd do ſomething ; oh I have't, Ell tear u 
Her piece · meal ;——but TREE gone * 


r 
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90 ALCIBIADES. 

Yonder ſhe mounts ! triumphant Spirit flay ; 

See where the Angels bear her Soul away! 

Now all the Gods will in love with her: 

And I ſhall meet freſh Troops of Rivals there. 

But thus Þ il hatte and follow——— [Stabs Beef 
—— Devil, there [Throws the 
Die, if thou haſt Courage enough to 
But oh ! 

A heavy Faintneſs does each Senſe ſurprize: 
Yet e'er I cloſe up theſe unhappy Eyes, 
Here their laſt duteous Sorrows they ſhall pay, 

And at this Object melt in Tears away. 

Bleſt Center of my Hopes! in whom I plac'd 

Too Choice, too a Happineſs to laſt. 

I an y Loſs lefs than thy Death had griev'd ; 

How well could I have dy'd, ſo thou hadſt liv'd ! 
Damn'd Fiend ! [To the Queen. 
But oh why do I rave at her, | 
That have ſo little time to tarry here ? 

wud das ˖²²·¹·‚̃ as” OTE 


[Kue Timandra. 
Now, farewel World ; welcome Eternity. 


Enter PaTROCLUS, Lords, and Guard:. 


PATROCLUS. 
Horror of Horrors ! this was a diſmal Chance; 
Alas my Friend ! 
ALCIBIADES. | 
hy uſeleſs Grief refrain; 
Farewel ; we ſhall hereafter meet again. [Pie 
PATROCLUS. 
Guards, ſeize the Queen 
| 2UEEN. 


. 
 PATRO- | 


fad ag 


— „ — 


eure 


Ty SRO 


] 
| 
| 
| 


Propitious Heav'n to her will be kind. 


ALC1IBIADES. 
You ſhall in ſhort your Accuſation hear. 
To kill the King, my Father firſt you made 
Your ; then baſely bim betray'd. 


Your Woman all conſeſt, nk by tha Guard 
u now ſecur d to a more juſt . 
And (tho' too late) this black Deſign I knew ; 


Yet all your Stratagems are uſeleſs now. 
Hence with the Murdereſs to Juſtice. 


Think you that I will die by formal Law ? 
No, when I'm dead * wy dab he | 
She liv'd a Murd” a Murd' pp 

* 1 


Alice would but my H returd: 
I deſcend below to a | 
I ſhall be Queen of Pate: The Furies there 


| long to be in State; my : | 
Now noble Chares / hoift up fail for Hell. | [Die 


Her Soul is fled— 
— With her for ever die 


Her Treaſons, and her odious Memory. 


But whither is the fair Draxilla gone ? 


LORD. 
Diſtracted at the Miſchiefs that are done, 
She's fled ; but whither is to all unknown. 
PATROCLUS. 
Quickly let after her be made purſuit ; 
IU ranſack all the World to find her out. 


| Enter 


92 ALC1IBIADES. 


Emer Lox 5. 
2 LORD. 
My Lord, we in our Notes have all combin'd f 
To make you King ; the Camp, with Shouts and Cries 
Of Joy, ſend their loud Wiſhes to the Skies. 
[Shouts within, Long live Patroclus King of Sparu. 


| ene. 
Go bid 'em their unwelcome Noiſe forbear : 


Turn all their Shouts to Sighs of Sorrow here. 
* [Turns to the Bodia, 
Th'are gone ; and with 'em all I wiſh'd to keep. 
Now I could almoſt turn a Boy and weep. 
My Friend! my Miſtreſs! and my Father loft ! 
Never were growing Hopes more ſadly croſt. * 
Now Fortune has her utmoſt Malice ſhown, 
She'd court me with the Flatt'ry of a Crown : 
A thing ſo far beneath thoſe Joys I miſs, 
Tis but the Shadow of a Happineſs. 
For how uneaſily on Thrones they fit, 
.That muſt, like me, be wretched to be great. 
Int One,. 


JEPILOGU E, 


Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee. 


"Tis true, the Varlets care not much to fight; 
But 'faith they claxw it off whent'er they write; 
fre Bully-Recks not of the common Size; © 
Kill ze Men fafter than Domitian Flies. 
Our: made ſuch Havoc that the filly Rogue 
Wai ford to make me ri/e for til Epilogue. 
The Fop damm d me, but e er to Hell I go, | 


9 Jays Poets don't in Blood delight ? | 


I very fain be ſatisfy d if you 

Think it not juft that he were rv ſo too. 

41 be hath yours, do you his Hopes beguile; 

Vive been in Purgatory all this while, 

Then damn him down to Hell, and never ſpare; 
Prrbaps bell find more Favour there than lere. 

Nay of the twwo may chuſe the much leſs Evil ; | 
i/ you're but goed when plear'd, ron fo's the Devil. 


Don CARLOS, 


PRINCE oF SPAIN. 


A 


"TRAGEDY. 
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To his Royal tc the 


D U 12 k. 


ls an approved Opinion, There 
y is not ſo „ in 


ambition: For certaicily be tives 
to very little uſe that only tolls in the ſame 
Round, and becauſe he knows where he is 
tho” in a dirty Road, dares not venture on a 
ſmoother Path for fear of being loſt. That 
| am not the Wretch I condemn, your Royal 
Highneſs may be ſufficiently convinc'd, in 

Vet. ©. F that 


DEDICATION. 


that I durſt preſume to put this Poem under 
your Patronage. My Motives to it were 
not ordinary: For, beſides my own Propen- 
ſity to take any Opportunity of publiſhing 
the extreme "Devotion I owe your Royal 
_ Highneſs, the mighty Encouragement I 
received from your Approbation of it when 
preſented on the Stage, was Hint enough to 

let me know at whoſe Feet it ought to be 
laid. Yet whilſt 1 do this, I am ſenſible the 
curious World will expect ſome Panegyric 
on thoſe heroic Virtues, which are through- 
out it ſo much admir'd. But as they area 
Theme too great for my Undertaking, fo 
only to endeavour at the Truth of them muſt, | 
in the diſtance between my Obſcurity and 
their Height, ſavour of a Flattery, which in 
your Royal Highneſs's Efteem I would not 
be thought guilty of: Tho' in that part of | 
them which relates to myſelf (viz. your 
Favours ſhower'd on a Thing fo mean as I 
am) I know not how to be ſilent. For you 
were not only ſo indulgent as to beſtow your 
Praiſe on this, but even (beyond my Hopes) 
to declare in favour of my firſt Eſſay of this | 
Nature, and add yet the Encouragement of | 

your 


DEDICATION. 

your Commands to go forward, when I had 
the Honour to kiſs your Royal Highneſs's 
Hand, in token of your Permiſſion to make 
a Dedication to you of the ſecond. I muſt * 
confeſs, and boaſt, I am very proud of it; 
and it were enough to make me more, were 
I not ſenſible how far I am undeſerving. Yer 
when I conſider you never give your Favours 
precipitately, but that it is a certain Sign of 
ſome Deſert when you vouchſafe to promote: 
I, who have terminated my beſt Hopes in it, 
ſhould do wrong to your Goodneſs, ſhould I 
not let the World know, my Mind, as well 
as my Condition is rais'd by it. I am certain 
none that know your Royal Highneſs will 
diſapprove my aſpiring to the Service of fo 
great and ſo good a Maſter; One who (as is 
apparent by all thoſe who have the Honour 
to be near you, and know you by that Title) 
never rais'd without Merit, or diſcounte- 
nanc'd without Juſtice, It is that indeed 
obliging Severity which has in all Men 
created an awful Love and Reſpect to- 
wards you; ſince in the firmneſs of your |} 
Reſolution the brave and good Man is ſure 


F 2 of 


DEDICATION. 
of you, whilſt the ill-minded and malignanc 
fears you. This I could not paſs over, and I 
hope your Royal Highneſs will pardon it, 
fince it is unaffettedly my zeal to you, who 
am in nothing ſo unfortunate, as that I 
have not à better Opportunity to let you 
and the World know how much I am, 


Your Royal Highneſs's 
nel bumble, moſt faithful 


Tuo. Orwav. 


any great i 
i that I peſter thee with a Pre- 
P face; for amongſt Friends, it is almoſt as 
n poor a Trade with Poets, as it is with 
thoſe that write Hackney under Attornies, it will 
hardly keep us in Ale and Cheeſe, Honeſt Hrigfs 
to be ſenſible of it in his Time, who makes 
his Complaint to this Purpoſe 3 | 
I who in theſe latter Day: 
e 
Where Day and Night in vain good Writers knoch, 
And for their Labors oft have but a Mock. 


Thus I find it according to Sir Herrington's 
— — — I would have 
given it thee in the Original, but that is not my 
Talent ; therefore to proceed: This Play was the 
ſecond that ever I writ, or of Writing. I 
muſt confeſs, I had often a Titillation. to Poetry, 
but never durſt venture on my Muſe, till I got her 
into a Corner in the Country; and then, like 8 
baſhſul young Lover, when I had her in private I 
had Courage to furable, but never thought ſhe 

| F 3 would 


PREFACE. 
would have produc'd any thing; till at laſt, I know 
not how, e'cr I was aware, I found myſelf Father 
of a Dramatic Birth, which I called Aibiades : But 
I might, without Offence to any Perſon in the Play, 
as well have call'd it Nebuchadnezzar ; for my Hero, 
to do him right, was none of that ſqueamiſh Gen- 
tleman I make bim, but would as little have boggled 
at obliging the Paſſion of a young and beau- 
tiful Lady, as I ſhould myſelf, had I the ſame Op- 
portunities, which I have given him. This I pub- 
liſh to antedate the Objections ſome People may 
make againſt that Play, who have been (and much 
good may it do em) very ſevere, as they think, 
upon this. Whoever they are, I am ſure I never 
diſobliged them; nor have they (thank my good 
Fortune) much injur'd me: In the mean while I 
forgive em, and fince I am out of the reach on't, 
leave em to chew the Cud on their own Venom. I 
am well ſatisfy'd I had the greateſt Party of Men of 
Wit and Senſe on my Side; amongſt which I can 
never enough acknowledge the unſpeakable Obliga- 
tions I receiv'd from the Earl of R. who, far above 
what I am ever able to deſerve from him, ſeem'd 
almoſt to make it his Buſineſs, to eſtabliſh it in the 
good Opinion of the King and his Royal Highneſs ; 
from both of whom I have ſince receiv'd Confirma- 
tion of their good liking of it, and Encouragement 
to proceed. And it is to him, I muſt in all Grati- 
tude confeſs, I owe the greateſt part of my good 
Succeſs in this, and on whoſe Indulgency I ex- 
tremely build my Hopes of a next. I dare not pre- 
ſume to take to myſelf what a great „ 
oſe 


PREFACE. 


thoſe (I am ſure) of good Judgment too, 
ſo kind to afford me, (viz. That it is the beſt 
roic Play that has been written of late ; for, I 
thank Heav'n, I am yet not ſo vain. But this I may 
modeſtly boaſt of, which the Author of 
Bernice has done before me, in his Preface to that 
Play, that it never fail'd to draw Tears from the 
Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, thoſe whoſe Souls 
were Capable of ſo noble a Pleaſure z for it was not 
my Buſineſs to take ſuch as only come to a Play- . 
houſe to ſee Farce-fools, and laugh at their own 
deformed Pictures. Tho' a certain Writer, that 


ſhall be nameleſs, (but you may gueſs at him by 
what follows) being aſk'd his Opinion of this Play, 


F 4 PRO- 
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WIe drier ma his ly . 
He doubied much, and long was at a fland. 

He knew the Fame and Memory of Kings | 

Wire to bs treated off as ſacred Things. | 

Not as they re repreſented in this Agr, 
Where they appear the Lumber of the Sage 1 
* nl Af Ar recenciling Took, 

Or what is worſe, made Villains all, or Fools. 

dafs, the Charaders be ſhows to-night, 
He found were very difficult to write : a 

F. found the Fame of France and Spain ar Hale, 

| Therefore hong pan , and frar'd which Part to alu; 
"Fill this bir Judgment /afeft wader feed, 

"To make em beth Heroic as he cod. 
But now the greateſt Stop aua yet unpaſf, 
He found himſelf, alas ! confin'd too faſt. 
He is a Man of Pleaſure, Sirs, like you, 

And therefore hardly could to Buſineſs bow, 

Till at the laß be did this Congueſt get, 

To make his Pleaſure Whetftone 10 bis Wit, 

So ſometimes for Variety be writ. | 
But as thoſe Bleck-beads, wwho diſcour/e by rote, 
Sometimes ſpeak Senſe alibo they rarely ln 
So he ſearce knew to what his Work would grow, 
| Bui mu a Play, becauſe it would te /o : 


Tr 


8 — 
Fer Iulia is the u want of N. 

Let him not now of Carelefſagt be tax'd, 
Hill write in away, awhen be uri the next : 


n never ſpare ; | 


Yet do it kindly, be not too cure, 
He may bear better Fruit axother Yeav. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


. MEN. 

Philip II. King of Spain, Mx. Betterton. 
Don Carlin, his Son, Mr. Smith. - 
Don John of Auftria, Mr. Harris. 
Marquis of Pe/a, the Prince's Confident, Mr. Cry. 
Rui-Gomes,. Mr. Medburs. 
Officer of the Guards, Mr. Norris 

WOMEN. 
Queen of Spain, 8 Mrs. Mary Lee. 
Dutcheſs of Zbeli, Wife to E. Coe, Mrs. Shadwell. | 
Henrietta, Mrs. Gibbs. 
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| SCENE . Pans ATTY, 
emis, des” Mie I : 
m IF Den Carlos, the, Marquis of 


— 


all thar de cin =] 
: + OT the gentle Calmu of Red, 
4 — : 


my y rat Daminons ſpread ar Yi. 
Where ot 1 — Lamogs 
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108 Dox CARLOS, 
Ert & Miltreſs of my pared Vows: | 


that more Religion owes _ 
8 bows. 


A forc'd to ſee their deareſt Treaſures loft. 
Curſe ! What's Obedience? A falſe Notion made 
| By Prieſts, who when they found old Cheats decay d, 

By ſuch new Arts kept up declining Trade. 


AHR; Oh 
KING. 


| by does my Carle ſhroud 
n Sunſhine wear a Cloud ? 
My Son, thus for thy Glory I provide; 
From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride, 
Shall ſach a noble Race of Heroes ſpring. 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King. 

Des CARLOS. 
greater Glory I can never know, 

Than what already I enjoy in you. 
The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowns and Pow'rs 


" only cap admire, as they are yours. 


bs 


A 


_ KING. | 
Heav'n ! how he ſtands unmov'd! not the leaſt ſhew 
Of Tranſport. | 
Don CARLOS. 


Not admire your Happineſs ? I do 
. I rev'rence you. 


Let m6-expreſs the mighty Joy I fecl, 
Thus, Sir, Lpay my Duty when I kneel. [Kneeeto rhe Queen 
RUBEN. 
| How hard it is his Paſſion to confine! 
Pm fure 'tis fo, if 1 may judge by mine. Asi. 


— 18 „ A Carlos. 
1 


. 


PMI. FSA. 109 
Des CARL QS. 

Oh! mightd bat enjoy this Pleaſure ſtill, 

Here would I wohl nenne. | 
Fare Heaven, my Lond! you know not what you ds 
ST CLE 7"; 

Sill here appears Diltardance on his Brow 5 
And in his Looks an Earneſtneſ IL read, > 
———— — — ej = 
m | 
TT ets ain 
—— — = 


There on his Altars kindle th' am'rous/ Fire, 
nnr 
Still he is Xx {Looking „ Don Carle 
— Gomez, obſerve the Prince. iT TP 
Yet ſmile on me, my charming Excellence. 

Virgins ſhould only Fears and Blaſbes how ; 

But you muſt lay aſide that Title now. 

The Doctrine which I preach, by Heav'n, is good: 
Oh, the impetuous Sallies of my Blood?! 


UBEN. 
To what unwelcome joys Pm forc'd to yield? 
Now Fate her utmoſt Malice has ful6l'd. 
Carlos, farewel ; for fince I muſt ſubmit—— 
N KING. 

Now wing'd with. Raptue let vn. my Sweet. | 
My Son, all Troubles from'thy Þreaft refign, 
n 

[Exeunt King and Queen attended. 
Don CAR EOS. 
| What Kings what God would not kis Pow'r forego, 
Didſt thou behold her, Poet - 


POSA. 
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1 
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410 Dos Cantos 
| POSA. 
Sir, I did. 
And is ſhe not a fweet-one ? Such a Bride! 
O Poa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 
Once I had hopes of BliG. Hadſt thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how proud I was if I could get 
But leave to lie a Proftrate at her Feet, 
Evin with a Laok I could my Pains beguile; 5 
| Nay ſhe in pity too would ſometimes ſmile : 11 
1 
| 


wr 


© © 


Till at the lat my Vows ſucceſsful prov'd, 

And one Day ſighing the conſeſi d ſhe lov'd. 

Oh! then I found no Limits to our Joy, 

With Eyes thus languiſhing we look'd all Day: 

So vigorous and ſtrong we darted Beams, 

Our meeting Glances kindled into Flames; | 
Nothing we found that promis d not Delight: 


For when rude Shades depriv'd us of the Li 
As we had gaz'd all Day, we dreamt all Ni 
But after all theſe Labours "0 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys his Son; 
In their full Height my choiceſt Hopes beguiles, 
And robs me of the Fruit of all my Toils. 
My deareſt Po/a, thou wert ever kind; 
Bring thy beſt Counſel, and direct my Mind. 
| ter Gon: | 
|  RUIGOMEZ. 
Des CARLOS. | 
—— Your Bufineſs now? 
RULGOME ZZ. | 
Tee with Concern beheld your clouded Brow. 
Ah! tho' yave loſt a Beauty well might make 


"Hon 
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Let not a Father's ls miſguide your Mind. 
bot be obedient, tho' he's pred unkind. 
| Den CARLOS. 
Hence, Cynic, to dull Slaves thy Morals teach, 
I have no leiſure now to hear thee preach : 


Taught you Ambition, 
How to lead Armies, and to conquer 


Hearts ; 


damp'd my 
Perſuading I repin'd he liv'd too long. 
So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate made. 
And, robb'd of Sun-ſhine, wither'd in the Shade, 
Whilſt, my Good Patriot ! you diſpos'd the Crown 
Out of my Reach, to have it in your own. 
But I'll prevent your | 


RUL 
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 RUIGOMEZ. 

— by Lood, 
This Accuſation 63 | 
The King. your Father, would not ſo upbraid 
My Age: Is all my Service thus repaid? 
But I will hence, aud os my Matter devs 


How generouſly you reward my Care 

Who on my juſt Complaint, — wil! 

At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel. f Exit Gomez, 
| POSA 4 


Alas, my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Your Fate, his Int'reſt with the King 1 . 
Beſides, you know he has already feen 
The Tranſports of your Paſbon for the Queen. 
The uſe he may of that Advantage make 
TT nn but for ber ſake. 
Dow CARLOS. 


| | Ab! my dear Friend, id touch'd my unden Part; 
T never yet learn'd the diſſembling | 


Art. 
Go, call him back, tell him that I implore 
His Pardon, and will ne'er offend him more. 
The Queen ! kind Heav'n, make her thy neareſt Care. 
O! fly, o'ertake him e'er he goes too far. [Exit Poſa. 
How are we bandy'd up and down by Fate? | 
By ſo much more unhappy as Ware great. 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's. great Monatch born, 
I'm forc'd to court a Slave whom moſt I ſcorn; 
Who like a Bramble mongſt a Cedar's Boughs, 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shades he grows. 
Now he returns: Aſſiſt me, W 


Beck RurGomuiz ard Pais 
Sir, I fear I've done. [To R. Gomez. 
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if I have, — | 
rd Lag ? * 


2 e 


Tho” it was unkind, 
= 
Don CARLOS. | 


Alas, no more; all Jealouſics ſhall ceaſe, 
Between us two, let there be henceforth Peace. 
So may juſt Heav'n aſſiſt me when I ſue, 
As Ito Gomez always will be true. 

RUIGOMEZ. 

| Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take 
All the Return Sincerity can make. 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as I'm in yours, 
May not one Fear diſturb your happy Hours: | 
Crown'd with Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be, 
And you ne'er find worſe Enemies than me. | 

Tees D. Car, and Folk 
Nor, ſpight of all his Greatneſs, ſhall he need: 
Of too long Date his Ruin is decreed. 
Spain's early Hopes of him have been my Fears ; 
'Twas I the had of his tender Years, 
And read in all the of his Growth, 
An untam'd, haughty, hot and furious Youth ; 
A Will uoruly, and a Spirit wild ; 
At all my 8 ſill with Scorn he ſmil'd. 
Or when, by th Power I from his Father had, 
Any Reſtraint was on his Pleaſures laid, 
Uſher'd with Frowns on me his Soul would riſe, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes. 
But now to all my Fears I bid adieu; | 
For, Prince, I'll humble both your Fate and you. 


Here 
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Here comes the Star by whom my Courſe I ſleer. 


Emer E101 1. 


Welcome, my Love— 
EBOLI. 
My Lord, why ſlay you here, 
the Pleaſure of this happy Night : 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. 
RUIGOMEZ. 

Only, my Fair One, how to make thee Great. 
Thou tak'ſt up all th' Bus'neſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſures can'ft impart. 

Bay, ſay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall I be bleſt? 
It is an Age fince I was happy laſt. 

r 
My Lord, I come not hither now to hear 
Your Love, but offer ſomething to your Ear. 

If you have well obſerv'd, you muſt have ſeen 
To Day ſome firange Diſorders in the Queen. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
| You, fagh'0s. proves, oi te AH 
mpatient Longings for the Happineſs. 
Approaching Joys will fo diſturd the Soul, 
As Needles always tremble near the Pole. 

EBOLTI. 


Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not ſo blind; too well 


I've ſeen the Wrongs which you from Carlos feel ; 
3 to loſe 
Advantage, where you may ſo ſafely chooſe. 

Say now, if I inform you, how you may 

With full Revenge all your paſt Wrongs repay. 


j AU 


z 
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RUILGOMEZ. 
Bleſt Oracle! ſpeak how it may be done : 
My Will, my Life, my Hopes are all thy own. 
43011. 
Hence then, and with you ſtricteſt Cunning try 
What of the Queen and Prince you can deſcry ; 
| What ev'ry Look, each quick and ſubtle Glance ; ] 


Then we'll from all ſuch Circumſtance 

As ſhall the King's new Jealouſy advance. 

Nay, Sir, I'll try what mighty Love you ſhew: A 

If will make me it now. 

How, Sir, d'ye Ay? carr alt to do? 
RUIGOMEZ. 

No ; but methinks I view from hence a 
A Queen, and Prince, three godly Flowers ſpring f 
Whiltt on em like a ſubtle Bee I'll prey, 

Till ſo their Strength and Virtue drawn away, 
Unable to recover, cach ſhall droop, 
Grow pale, and hang his wither'd Top : 
Then fraught with Thyme back I'll come, 
And unlade all the precious Sweets at home. [Exit Gomez. 
r 
In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on, 
And make what hafte thou canſt to he endean, 
Whilſt I have nobler Bus'neſs of my own. 
Was I bred up in Greatneſs ? Have I been 
Nertor'd with glorious to be a Queen ? 
Made Love my Study, and with praQtis'd Charms 
Prepar'd myſelf to meet a Monarch's Arms ; 
At laſt to be condemn'd to the Embrace 
Of one, whom Nature made to her Diſgrace 3 
An old, imperſect, feeble Dotard, who 
Can only tell (alas!) what he would do? 
On him to throw away my Youth and Bloom, 
As Jewels that are Joſt dcn a Tomb ? 


No, 
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No, tho' all Hopes are in a Huſband dead, 
Another Path to Happineſs I'll tread; 
Elſewhere find Joys which I'm in him deny d: 
Yet, while he can, let the Slave ſerve my Pride. 
Still P11 in Pleafure live, in Glory ſhine, 

The gallant, youthful Aria ſhall be mine: 

To him with all my Force of Bharms I'll move. 
Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I love. 


Li. 


4 
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SCENE, An Orange Grove. 


Enter Don J oun of AUSTRIA. 


Den JOHN. 
H Y ſhould dull Law rule Nature, who firſt made 
That Law by which herſelf is now betray'd ? 

Ere Man's Corruptions made him wretched, be 

Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free: 

ch of himſelf was Lord, and unconſin d, 

Obey'd the Dictates of his God-like Mind. 

 Þ Law was un Innovation brought in fince, ] 


When Fools began to love Obedience, 
And call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. 

My Glorious Father got me in his Heat, 

When all he did was emi Great : 

| When warlike Belgia felt his conqu'ring Por, 

| And the proud Germanz own'd him Emperor. | 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, ] 


Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 
But born obſcure, and ſo more like a God ? 
No; tho' his Diadem another wear, 
At leaſt to all his Pleaſures Pl! be Heir. 
Here I ſhould meet my Ebeli, my Fair. 

| ä 


dee comes ; as the 
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233011. 
Alas, yr Load, you know not, with what Fear 
And Hazard I am come to meet you here. 
Den JOHN. 
O baniſh it: Lovers like us ſhould fly, 
And mounted by their Wiſhes ſoar on high, 
Where ſofteſt Eeſtaſies and Tranſports are, 
While Fear alone diſturbs the lower Air. | 
EBOLLI 
Bot who is fafe when Eyes are ev'ry where ? 
Or if we could with happieſt Secreſy 
Enjoy theſe Sweets, oh, whither ſhall we fly | 
Teeſcape that Sight whence we can nothing hide ? 
Den JOHN. 
Alas, lay this Religion now aſide ; 
I'll ſhew-thee one more pleaſant, that which Jove ] 


Set forth to the old World, when from above 
He came himſelf, and taught his Mortals Love. 


EBOLTI. 
Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame ? 


My Lord, you might conſider who I am. 
Dex JO HM. | 


I know y'are her I love, what ſhould I more 
Regardꝰ 

233011. | 
——Þy Hevn he's brave—— * 


— hut can fo poor 
A Thought poſſeſs 


your Breaſt, to think that I 
Fenn, EINE 


e 
W prize 
Love's Sweets, Oh! let me fy im df Zy 
There's ſomething in em leads my Soul aftray : | 
As he who in a Necromancer's Glaſs . 
Behold his wiſh'd-for Fortune by him paſs, 
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vet till with greedy Eye 
purſues the Viſion as it glides away. 
Protect Hear * longer ſtay 
me, en, no EF 
Your Looks ſpeak Danger: I feel ſomething too 
That bids me fly, yet will not let me go. [ Half afide. 
Den JOHN. 
Take Vows and Pray'rs if ever I prove falſe; 
See at your Feet the humble Aria falls. [ Kneel:, 
223011 
Riſe, riſa.— [Auftria ri/es. 
My Lord, why would you thus deceive ? 84. 
Des JOHN. 
How many ways to wound me you contrive ? 
wouldſt thou have an Empire at thy Feet ? 
Say, wouldſt thou rule the World ? I'll conquer it. 


| EBOLT. 
| No; atove Empire far I could prize you, 
If you would be but——— 
Den JOHN. 


22011. 
—— For ever true. 


— OHN. 

That thou mayſt ne Cauſe to fear thoſe Harms, 
Fl be exnfiai ie inn Anh gs 
Nay, I'll not one ſhort Minute from thee firay; 
Myſelf I'll on thy tender Boſom lay, ] 
Till in its Warmths I'm melted all away. 


Zar Gancia. 


GARCIA. 
Madam, your Lord 


FBOLL 
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1011 
—0 h! fly, or Pm undone. 
| Don FOHN. © 
Muſt I without my Blefling then be gone? 
[Kiſer ber Hand. 


23011 
ion merits one? 


[Pulls it back. 
Des JOHN. 
I'm aw'd——— 
hd een an g 


Think you this 


Loth with his Friends to part, juſt as he dies, 
Thus ſends his Soul in Withes from his Dyes. [ Ext, 
490. 

Oh Heav'n! what Charms in Youth and Vigour are! | 
is not gone too far; 
Too eaſily li not myſelf refign: 

Ere I am his, I'll make him ſurely mine ; 
Draw him by ſubtle Baits into the Trap, 
Till he's too far got in to make Eſcape ; 
About him ſwiftly the ſoft Snare I'll caſt, 
And when I have him there, I'll hold him faſt, 


Enter RurGomsz. 


RUIGOMEZ. 
| unaccompany'd I ſubtly range 
The ſolitary Paths of dark Revenge: 
The fearful Deer in Herds to Coverts run, 
Whilſt Beaſts of Prey affect to roam alone. 
E301. 

Ah! my dear Lord, how do you ſpend your Hours? 
You little think what my poor Heart endures ; 
Whilſt, with your Abſence tortur d, I in vain 
Pant after Joys I ne er can hope to gain. 


RUTL 


Pxincz of Srain 12t 


 RUIGOMEZ. 
You cannot my Unkindnefs fure upbraid; 
You ſhould forgive thoſe Favits yourſelf have made. 
Remember you te TIN — 
| 23011. 
"Tis true: 


Your Pardon, for I do remember now, [Sighs. 


If I forgot, twas Love had all my Mind: 


And 'tis no Sin, I hope, to be too kiad. 


RULGOMEZ. 
How happy am I in a faithful Wife ! 
Oh thou moſt precious Blefling of my Life! 
"BOGGS 
Does then Succeſs attend upon your Tae # 
I long to ſee you revel in the Spoil. 
RULIGOMEZ. | 
What ſtricteſt Diligence could do, I've done, 
T'incenſe an angry Father gainſt his Son. _ 
I to ad told him all that's paſt, 
Deſcrib'd with Art each am'rous Glance they caſt ; 
So that this Night he ſhunn'd the Marriage-Bed, 
Which thro' the Court has various Murmurs ſpread. 


Enter the Kine attended by Pos. 


See where he comes with Fury in bis Eyes ; 
Kind Heav'n but grant the Storm may higher riſe. _ 
It grow too loud, TN lacy tn em Cork Cell, 


And laugh to hear my Magic work fo well. 


2 
What's all my Glory, all my Pomp! how poor 
I; fading Greatneſs ? or how vain js Pow'r ? 
Where all the mig hty Conqueſls I have ſeen ? 
1, whoo'er Nations have victorious been, a 
Now cannot quell one little Foc within. 
Yor. I. G 
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Curs'd Jealouſy, that poiſons all Love's Sweets! 
How heavy on my Heart th' Invader fits ! 
Oh Gomez, thou haſt givin my mortal Wound. 
RUIGOMEZ. | 
What is't does ſo your Royal Thoughts confound ? 
A King his Pow'r unbounded ought to 
'And ruling all, ſhould not be Paſſion's e 
r 
Thou counſell'ſt well, but art no Stranger ſure 
To the ſad Cauie of what I now endure. 
Know'ſt thou what Poiſon thou didſt lately give ? 
And doit not wonder to behold me live ? 


| | RUIGOMEZ. 
I only did as by my Duty ty'd, 
And never ſtudy'd any thing beſide. 
KING. 

I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care: 
Quickly, what paſt between em more, declare. 
How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies! 

As, he who in a Fever burning lies, 
Firſt of his Friends does for a Drop implore, } 


Which taſted once, unable to give o'er, 
Knows 'tis his Bane, yet ftill thirſts after more. 


RUIGOMEZ. 
I fear that you'll interpret wrong; 
Tis true, they gaz d, but twas not very long. 
KING. 
Lie ſtill, my Heart: Not long was't that you ſaid ? 
RUIGOMEZ. 
No longer than they in your Preſence ſtay d. 
TAS. 
No longer? Why, a Soul in leſs time flies 


To Heay'n ; and they have chang'd theirs at their Eyes. 
Hence 
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| Heace abject Fears, be gone ; ſhe's all Divine. 

Speak, Friends, can Angels in Perſection kn ? 

| RUILIGOMEZ. 

Angels that ſhine above, do oft beftow 
Their Influence on poor Mortals here below. 
„ 

But Carles is my Son, and always near; 
Scems to move with me in my glorious Sphere. 
True, ſhe may ſhow'r promiſcuous Bleſſings down 
On Slaves that gaze for what falls from a Crown: 
But when too kiadly ſhe his Brightneſs ſees, 

It robs my Luſtre to add more to his. 

But Oh ! I dare not think —— 

That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaſt fo humble be, 

Jo ſtoop at him, when they had vanquiſh'd me. 
POS A. 

Sir, I am proud to think I know the Prince, 
That he of Virtuc has too great a Senſe, 
To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the Bound 
Of Stricteſt Duty. He to me has own'd 
How much was to his fatmer Paſſion due, 
Yet ſtill confeſs'd he above all priz'd you. 
| RULGOMEZ. 

You better reconcile, Sir, than adviſe: 
Be not more charitable than y'are wiſe. 
The King is ſick, and we ſhould give him Eaſe, 
But firſt find out the Depth of his Diſcaſe. 
Too ſudden Cures have oft pernicious grown ; 
We muft not heal up ſeſter d Wounds too ſoon. 

KING. 

By this then you a Pow'r would o'er me gain, 
Wounding to let me linger in the Pain, 
| I'm ſtung, and won't the Torture long endure : 
Serpents that wound, have Blood thoſe Wounds to cure. 
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RUILIGOMEZ. 
Good Heav'n forbid that I ſhould ever dare 
- To queſtion Virtue in a Queen ſo fair; 
Tho! ſhe her Eyes caſt on your glorious Son: 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet covet none. 
TIS * 

Think not to blind me with dark Ironies, 
The Truth diſguis d in obſcure Contraries. 
No, I will trace his Windings; all her dark 
And ſubtleſt Paths, each little Action mark. 
If ſhe prove falſe, as yet I fear, ſhe dies. 


Euter Qu z EN attended, and HeExnRIETTA. 


Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes, 
For all around ſhe'Il her bright Beams difplay: _ 
Should Ito gare on the wild Meteor ſtay, 
Spite of myſelf I ſhall be led aſtray. 
[Exit the King attended, looking at the Queen. 
DB UFEZFNXN. 
How ſcornfully he is withdrawn ! 
Sure e' er his Love he'd let me know his Pow'r : 
As Heav'n oft thunders ere it ſends a Show'r. 
This Spaniſb Gravity is very odd: 
All things are by Severity ſo awd, | 
That little Love dares hardly peep abroad. 
HENRIETT A. 


Alas ! what can you from old Age expect, 
When frail uneaſy Men themſelves negleR ? 


Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind, 
'Tho? ſuch as in extinguiſh'd Fires you'll find; 
Where ſome Remains of Heat the Aſhes hold, 
Which (if for more you open) ſtraight are cold. 
D 
"Twas Intereſt and Safety of the State; 
Int'reſt, that bold Impoſer on our Fate; 


That 


Painenr of Satin mi 
That always to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, 
And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o'er our Ils. | 
It was by that unhappy France was led, 
When, tho' by Contract I ſhould Carts wed, 
] was an Offering made to Philip's Bed. 
Why fight thou, Henrietra ? | Hen. IN. 
HENRIETTA. | 
Who is it can 
Know your fad Fate, and yet from Grief refrain ? 
With Pleaſure oft I've beard you ſmiling tell 
Of Carle! Love. 
QUBEN. 
| ——And did it pleaſe you well? | 
Ia that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meet 
All that we could obliging call or ſweet. 
At ev'ry Point he with Advantage food: 
Fierce as a Lion, if provok'd abroad; ; 
Elle, ſoft as Angels, charming as a God. | 
HENRIETTA 
One fo accompliſh'd, and who lov'd you too, 
_ With what Reſenunents muit he part with you ? \ 
| Methiaks I pity him.—-But ob! in vain; 
He's both above my Pity and my Pain. LA 
LUZEN. | 
What means this ſtrange Diſorder ? 
HENRIETT A. 
— Vonder view, 
That which I ſcar will diſcompoſe you 00. 
Enter Don Cantos, and Poza. 
9 UEEN. 
Anz the Prince! There to my Mind appears 
Something that in me moves unuſual Fears. 


Away, Hlerricita | _[Offerr 6 go; 
Gz Dow 


ms: Don Canrbes, 
| Don CARLOS: 
Why would you be gone? 


Is Caries Sight ungrateſul io you grown ? 
It tis, ſpeak : In Obedience I'll retire. 
DUERKRN. 
No, you may ſpeak, I but muſt advance no nigher. 
Den CARLOS. 
Muſt I then at that awful Diſtance ſue, 
As our Fore-fathers were compell d to do, | 
When they Petitions mace at that great Shrine, 
Where none but the High Prieſt might enter in? 
Let me approach ; I've nothing for your Ear, 
But what's ſo pure it might be offer d there. 
D 
Too long tis dang rous for me here to ſtay : 
If you mult ſpeak, proceed: What would you ſay ? 
Nay, this ftrange Ceremony pray give o'er. 
Don CARLOS. 
Was I ne'er in this Poſture ſeen before ? 
Ah! can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon reſign 
All ſenſe of theſe ſad Sufferings of mine 
To yoor more juſt Remembrance, if you can, 
Recal how Fate ſeem'd kindly to ordain | 
That once you ſhould be mine; which I believ'd : 
Tho' now, alas! I find I was deceiv'd. 
2 UEZBEN. 
Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not me opbraid. 
Don CARLOS. 
I will not fay y'ave broke the Vows you made; 
Only implore you would not quite forget 
The Wretch y'ave oft ſetn dying at your Feet, 
And now no other Favour begs to have, 
Than ſuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave. 


For 
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For 'midit your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaft you now and then may think of him. 
| 2UEKEN, 
If e'er you lov'd me, you would this forbear ; 
It is a Language which I dare not hear. 
My Heart and Fajth, become your Father's Right; 
All other Paſſions I muſt now forget. | 
Den CARLOS. 
Can then a Crown and Majeſty diſpenſe 
Upon your Heart ſuch mighty Influence, 
That I muſt be for ever baniſh'd thence ? 
Had I been rais'd to all the Heights of Pow'r, 
In Triumph crown'd the World's great Emperor, 
Of all its Riches, all its State poſſeis d, 
Yet you thould fill have govern'd in my Breaſt. 
2 ZEN. 
In vain on her you Obligations lay, 
Who wants not Will, but Power to repay. 
© HENRIEKTT A. 
Vet had you, Henrietta's Heart, you would 
At leaſt ſtrive to afford him all you could. 
Den CARLOS. 
Oh ! ſay not you want For you may with one 
Kind Look pay doubly all Pre 
And knew you but the Innocence I bear, 
How pure, how ſpotleſs all my Wiſhes are, 
You would not ſcruple to fupply my Want, 
When all PH aſk you may ſo fafely grant. 
2 UVEEZN. 
I know not what to grant; too well I ind 
That ſtill at leaſt I cannot be unkind. 
Den CARLOS. 
Aﬀord me then that little which I crave. 
— rr 
You ſhall not want what I may let you have. 


Give: ber Hand fellas 
(te ine hang 


128 renne 
Des CARLOS. 


| Like one 
That ſees a Heap of Gems before him caſt, 
Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe him beſt; 
From the rich Treaſure whilſt I Choice ſhould make, 
Dazzl'd with all, I know not where to take, 
4 would be rich ———— 
A 
5 - Nay, you too far encroach ; 
I fear I have already giv'n too much. [Turns from him. 
Den CARLOS. 

Oh! take not back again th* appearing Bliſs, 
How difficult's the Path to Happineſs ! 
Whilſt up the Precipice we climb with Pain, 
One little Slip throws us quite down again. 
Stay, Madam, tho' you nothing more can give 
Than juſt enough to keep a Wretch alive; 
At leaſt remember how I've lov d — 


_ QUEEN. 


T will. 


Den CARL 0 K 
That was fo kind, that I muſt beg more flill; 
Let me love on: It js a very poor 
And eaſy Grant, yet I'll requeſt no more. 
2UEEN. 
Do you believe. that you can Love retain, 
And not expect to be belov'd again ? 
Den CARLOS. 
Yes, I will love, and think I'm happy too, 
So long as I can find that you are fo: 
All my Diſquiets baniſh from my Breaſt : 
Iwill endeavour to do ſo at lealt. [ Sighing deeply. 
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Or if I can't my Miſeries out · wear, 

They never more ſhall come toffend your Ear 

2 UEZEN, 
Love then, brave Prince, whilſt I'll thy Love admire; 
[Gives ber Hand, woe Wenn A GE 
Speech hifſer eagerly. | 

Yet keep the Flame ſo pure, ſuch chaſte Defire, 

That without Spot hereafter we above 

May meet, when we ſhall come all Soul, all Love. 

Till hen — Oh! whither am I run afray? 

I grow too weak, and muſt no longer ſtay: 

For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm ſo ſlrong would grow, 

l find that I ſhall want the Power to go. 
4 | | [ Ex. Queen cud Henrietta. 
Den CARLOS. 
Oh ſweet 
If ſuch Tranſport be in a Taſte fo ſmall, 
How bleſs'd muſt he be that poſſeſſes all 
Where 0n8 b TOY MR 
; [Standing am . 
7054 . 
My Lord, 
4 while ome Reſpite to your Heart ab. 
The Queen's retir'd 
Den CARLOS. 
Retir'd? And did the then 
Juſt ſhe me Heav'n, to ſhut it in again? 
This little Eaſe augments my Pain the more; 
For now I'm more impatient than before, 
And have diſcover'd Riches make me mad. 
POSA. 

But fince thoſe Treaſures are not to be had, 
You ſhould correct Deſires that drive you on 
Wes wie 50-4 

5 i 


» 


130 Don Cantos, 
No longer let the Tyrant Love invade; 
The Brave may by themſelves be happy made. 
You to your Father now muſt all refign. 
Does CARLOS. 

But e er he robb'd me of ber ſhe was mine. 
To be my Friend is all thou haſt to do, 
For half my Miſeries thou canſt not know. 
Make myſelf happy! Bid the Damn'd do fo; 
Who in ſad Flames muſt be for ever tofs'd, 
Yet fill in view of the lov'd Heav'n th'ave Joſt. [ Excunt. 
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The Grove continues. 


Enter Don Jon f AUSTRIA. 


Den JOHN. | 
ow vainly would dull Moraliſts impoſe 
Limits on Love, whoſe Nature brooks no Laws t 
Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be 
Inconſtant wich unbounded Liberty, 
find it; 10/5 hw Pre kl e 
Of which a God might covet for a Taſte. 
Methinks I YE — 
See with what foft Devotion in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice. 
Oh how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as 1 lay! 
Like too near Sweets they took my Senſe away; | 
And I ev'n loſt the Pow'r to reach at Joy. | 
But thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon unravell'd were, 
And I was lull'd in Trances ſweeter far: 
As anchor'd Veſſels in calm Harbours ride, 
Rock'd on the Swellings of the floating Tide. 
How wretched's then the Man, who tho” alone { 


He thinks he's bleſt, yet as confn'd to one, 
Is but at beſt a Pris'ner on a Throne ? | 
Te him Kin attended, n 122. 


1 
Ye mighty Pow'rs, whoſe Subſtitutes we are, 
On whom y'ave lain of Earth the Rule and Care, 


Why 


232 Down Caxros, 
Why all our Toils do you reward with Ill. 
And to thoſe weighty Cares add greater t? 
Or how could I your Deities enrage, 

That bleſs'd my Youth, thus to ai my, Age ? 

A Queen and a Son's Inceſt ! diſmal Thought * | 
Den JOHN. 


What is't ſo ſoon his Majeſty has brovght [To Gomes. 


From the ſoft Arms of his —— 
KING. | 
— Ay true! 
I» the not, Auftria, young and charming too ? 
Daoſt thou not think her to a Wonder fair? 
Tell me — 
| Den JOHN. 


zy Heav'n more bright than Planets are: 


Her Beauty's Force might ev'n their Pow out-do. 
K ING. 
Nay, ſhe's as falſe, and as unconſt: n: too, 
Oh Auſtria, hat a Form ſo outward bright 
Should be within all dark and ugly Night! 
For ſhe, to whom I'd dedicated all 
My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul, 
os from its Shrine the precious Relique down, 
” adorn a little Idol of her own. 
My Son! that Rebel both to Heaven and me! 
Oh the diſtracting Throws of Jealouſy ! 
But as a drowning Wretch juſt like to fink, 
g him that threw him in upon the Brink;. 
At the third Plunge lays hold upon his Foe, 
And tugs him down into Deftruftion too: 
zd thou from whom theſe Miſeries I've known, 
$halt:bear me. out again, or with me drown. 


1 roughly on Rui-Gomez.. 
RUL 


8 HO | a CE DKSe©S SOS 


92822 


* 


Farnxc'st of SFT AIR. 133 
 RUIGOMEZ. i 
My Loyalty will teach me how to wait 
All the Sueceſſes of my Sov 'reign's Fate. 
What is't, Great Sir, you would command me 
| R KING. 
X- How ? 
What is't—T know not what I'd have thee do: 
Study Revenge for me, tis that | want. | 
Don FOHN. 
Alas! what Frenzy does your Temper haunt ? 
Revenge | On. whom ? 
KING. 
On my falſe Queen and Son. 
RULEGOMEZ. 
On them! good Heaven! what is't chat they have done ; 
Oh had my Tongue been curs'd cer it had bred 
| This Jealouſy * [Half . 
KING. | 
ben cancel what thou'ſt faid. 
| Didft thou not tell me, that thou faw'ft him fland. 
Prin ing ſoft Vows in Kiſſes on her Hand; 
Whilſt in Requital ſhe ſuch Glances gave, 
Would quicken a dead Lover in his Grave? 
RULGOMEZ. 
I did; and what lefs could the Queen allow 
To him, than you to ev'ry Vallal ſhow ? 
Th' affording him that ume from Love's e, 
Imply'd that ſhe for you reſerv'd much more. 
F KING. | 
Oh, doubtleſs, ſhe mult have a wondrous flore 
Of Love, that ſells it at a rate ſo poor. . 
Now thou dſt rebate my Paſſions with Advice; 
And when thou ſhou dſt be active, wou'dft be wiſe.. 
No, lead me where I may their Inceſt fe, 
Do,, or by Heaven—do, and I'll worſhip thee! — 


134 Dan CAR Os, 
Oh how my Paſſions drive me to and fro 
Under their heavy Weight I yield and bow. 
But ['ll re-gather yet my Strength, and ſtand 
Brandiſhing all my Thunder in my Hand. | 

70584 

And may it be ſent forth, and where it goes 

Light fatally and heavy on your Foes. 

But let your Loyal Son and Conſort bear 

No Ill, fince they of any guiltleſs are. 

Here with my Sword Defiance I 

To that bold Traitor that dares wrong their Fame. 
Des JOHN. | 

I too dare with my Life their Cauſe make good. 

* WA 7 

Sure well their Innocence y ve underſtood, 
That you ſo prodigal are of your Blood. 
Or would thou ſpeak me Comfort? I would find 
Mongſt all my Counſellors at leaſt one kind. 
Yet any thing like that I muſt not hear; | 
For ſo my Wrongs I ſhould too tamely bear, | 
And weakly grow my own fond Flatterer. | 

FUSS. 

Withdraw——— {Exit Poſa. 

My Lords, all this y'ave heard. 
RUIGOMEZ. 
Ves, I obſerv'd it, Sir, with ſtrict Regard: 
The young Lord's Friendſhip was too great to hide. 
KING. 
Is he then ſo to my falſe Son ally'd ? 
Jam environ'd ev'ry way, and all 
My Fate's unhappy Engines plot my Fall. 
Like Cæſar in the Senate, thus I ſtand, 
Whilſt Ruin threaten'd him on ev'ry Hand. 
From each fide he had warning he muſt die; 
Yet ſtill he brav'd his Fate, and ſo will L 
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To ſtrive for Eaſe would but add more to Pain: 
As Streams, that beat againſt their Banks in vain, q 


Retreating ſwell into a Flood again. 
No, I'll do things the World ſhall quake to hear: 
My juſt Revenge fo true a Stamp ſhall bear, 
As henceforth Heav'n itſelf hall emulate, 
And copy all its V out by that. 
- but Rui-Gemex I muſt have withdrawn, 
ve ſomething to diſcourſe with him alone. | 
Ex. Omnes, previer King and Gomer. 
Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate: 
Thou'ft wrought my Senſe of Wrong to ſuch a height, 
Within my Breaſt it will no longer ſtay, | 
But grows each Minute till it force its Way. 
t would not find myſelf at laſt deceiv'd. 
| RULGOMEZ. © 
Nor would I 'gainſt your Reaſon be believ d. 
Think, Sir, your Jealouſy to be but Fear 
Of lofing Treaſures, which you hold fo dear. 
Your Queen and Son may yet be innocent: 
| know but what they did, not what they meant. 
KING. | 
nf 
No, no; I need not hear it o'er again« 
No Repetiti muſt be done. 
Now there's no Ill I know that I would ſhun. 
Fu Ay, till them I've in their Inceſt found, 
Full charg'd with Rege, and with my Vengeance hoes: 
Like a Granado from a Cannon ſhot, | 
Which lights at laſt upon the Enemy's Ground. 
Then breaking deals Deſtruction all around. [Exit King... 
RULGOMEZ. 


So now his Jealouſy is at the top, 
Each little Blaſt will ſerve to keep it up. 


136 Don Ca E OS 
But ſtay; there's ſomething I've omitted yet; 
 Pya's my Enemy; and true, he's great. 

Alas, I'm arm'd gainſt all that he can do; 
For my Snare's large enough to hold him too; | 
Yet I Il diſguiſe that Purpoſe for awhile: | 


But when he with the reiſl is caught i'rh' Toil, 
Iu boldly out, ſpe. 


Enter PO. 15 


20 SA. 

My Lord Rui-Gonez:/ and the Ling not hero?” 
You,. who ſo eminent a Fav'rite are : | | 
Jn a King's Eye ſhould neer be abſent thence. 

- RUEFGOMEZ. 

No, Sir, tis you that by a riſing Prince 
Are cheriſh'd, and fo tread a ſafer way, 

Rich in that Bliſs the World waits to enjoy. 5 1 
POSH. | 

Since wm m en ee World -wo ought to prize, 

I with there were no public Enemies : 

No lurking Serpents Poiſon to diſpenſe, | 

Nor — prey on noble Innocence; 

No Flatt'rers, that with Royal Goodneſs ſport, 

Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over- run a Court. 
RUIGOMEZ. 

Nay, if good Wiſhes any thing could do, 

I have as carneſt Withes,. Sir, as you: 
That tho' perhaps our King enjoys the beſt 
Of Pow'r, yet may he ſtill be r bleſs'd. 


POSA 


2 95 Senn you ſhall ne'er out- do me there ; 
Since for Great Philips Good, I would you were 
(If poſlible) more honeſt than you are. 
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 RULEGOMEZ. To 
why, Peja ; what Deſect can you diſcern ? 
POS A. 
Nay, kalf your Myſteries I'm yet 10 learn; 
Tho' this PU boldly jullify to all,. 
That yoa contrive a gen'rous Frince's Fall. 
— 


Nay. think not by your Smiles, and careleſs Port, 


To laugh it off: 1 come a6; hens to ſport, - 
I do not, Sir. | 
5 RULGOMEZ. | 

Young Lord, what Meaning has 


POS. 


This Heat? 


To 1 nn te in: rain 


RUIGOMEZ. 
Nay then I Pardon ask that I did ſmile : 


By Heav'n, I thought y had jeſled all this while. 


Bilc ! —— 
POSA.. 

Yes, more ben than lmporent or old, 
All Virtue in thee, like thy Blood, runs cold: 
Thy rotten putid Carcaie is leſs full Os 
Of Rancour and Contagion than thy Soul. 
Ev'n now before the King [ ſaw it plain 
But Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then: 

Yet ene my Sword : 
But flill—— 


Thy Villany talk'd all ; Courage had not a Word. 


True, thou art old ; yet if thou haſt a Friend, 


4 


To whom thy curſed Cauſe thou dar'ſt commend ; 


Gainſt him in Public III the Innocence 

| Maintain of the fair Queen and injured Prince. 
| RUIGOMEZ, 0 

Fargwel, bold Champion 


138 Don CarLOs, 
Learn better how your Paſſions to diſguiſe, 
Appear leſs choleric, and be more wile. 
POSA. 

- How frail is all the Glory we deſign, 
Whilſt ſuch as theſe have Pow'r to undermine ? 
Unhappy Prince! who might'ſt have ſafely ſtood 
If thou hadft been leſs great, or not ſo good. 
Why the vile Monſter's Blood did I not ſhed, 
And all the Vengeance draw on my own Head ? 
My Honour ſo had had this juſt Defence, 
That I preſerv'd my Patron and my Prince, 


Emer Cantos and QE. 


Brave Carlos: Ha! he's here. O Sir, take heed, 
By an unlucky Fate your Love is led. 
The King, the King your Father's jealous, grown; * 
Forgetting her his or you his Son, H 
Calls all his Vengeance up againſt you both. Bi Fe 
K 
T 


{Exit R. Go, 


Has then the falſe Rui-Gomex broke his Oath ; 
And, after all, my Innocence betray'd ? 
POSA. 
Yes, all his ſubtleſt Snares are for you laid. 
The King within this Minute will be here, 
And you are ruin'd, if but ſeen with her. 
Retire my Lord—— 
i SEX 2.3 
ow ! is he jealous grown? 
I thought my Virtue he had better known. ” 
His unjuſt Doubts have ſoon found out'the way 


To make their Entry on our Marriage-Day : A 
For yet he has not known with me a Night: A 
Perhaps his Tyranny is his Delight; : 

And to ſuch height his Cruelty is grown, 

He'd exerciſe it on his Queen and Son. . | 
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Bat ſince, my Lord, this time we muſt obey 
Our Intereſt, I beg you would not ſlay: 
Not ſeeing you, he may to me be juſt. 
Des CARLTON. 
Should I then leave you, Madam ? 
QUEER. 


Den CARLOS. 


Not then when Storms againit your Virtue rife. 
No; fince to loſe you, wretched Carles dies, 


He'll haveithe Honour of it, in your Cauſe. 
This is the nobleſt thing that Fate could do, 
Sde thus abates the Rigour of her Laws, 
Since tis ſome Pleaſure but to die for you. 


UZI. 
Talk not of Death, . 


Yer, you mut. 


m. their bei Boatamadors an Silide 
Hope's the far nobler Paſſion of the Mind-;. 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that's with Caution kind 1 
They who, tho? ſhe ſeem frownrd, yet court on 

Don CARLOS. © | 
To wretched Minds thus till ſome Comfort gleams 2 
And Angels eaſe our Griefs, tho“ but with Dreams, 
| have too oft been decciv'd, 
And the Cheat's grown too plain to be bel. 


E.. Madam, bid me go. [Looking a at the Queen, 


UEEFN. 
ou' muſt. 


POSH. 
You ſhall. 
Alas, I love you, would not fee you fall ; 
And yet may find ſome Way t'evade it all. 
Den CARLOS. 
Thou, Poſa, ever wert my trueſt Friend; 
| almoſt wiſh thou wert not now &@ kind. 


140 Vou CYFLO 
Thou of a Thing that's Joſt tak'ft too much Care; 

And you, fair Angel, too indulgent are. [To the Queen. 
Great my Deſpair ; but ſtill my Love is higher. 
Well-—in Obedience to you I'll retire; 

Tho? during all the Storm I will be nigh, 


Where if I ſee the Danger grow too high, 
To fave * e oy! „ 


[Exit Don Carlos. 


Enter Kino and Rvi-Gomez, 


KT NG. 
Who would haye gueſs'd nd 
[Seeing Pola and the Auen. 

Diftraftion! Where ſhall my Revenge begin? 
Why, he's the very Bawd to all their Sin: 
And to diſguiſe it, puts on Friendſhip's Mask, 
But his Diſpatch, Rui-Gomez, is thy Task. 
With him pretend ſome private Conference, 

And under that Diſguiſe ſeduce him hence; 
Then in ſome Place fit for the Deed impart 
The Bus nel by a Ponyard to his Heart. 


GOA 2. N 
| KING. 
So, Madam | [Steps to the Queen. 
i 
— — * E 
e 9 
J hear you are already jealous grown, 
And dare ſuſpe& my Virtue with your Von. 
E 
Oh Woman- kind! thy Mitt'ries who can ſcan, 
Too deep for eaſy, weak, believing Man ? 
Hold, let me look: indeed y'are wond'rous fair; 
So on the out-ſide Sad Apples were: 
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And yet within when open'd to the View, . 
Not half fo dang'rous, or fo foul as you. 


UFEN. 
Unhappy wretched Woman that I am! 


And you | unworthy of a Huſband's Name 
Do you not bluſh? 
| KING. 


| Yes, Madiin, for your Shame. 
Bluſh too my Judgment e er ſhould prove ſo falnt, | 
To let me chuſe a Devil for a Saint. 
When farit | ſaw and lov'd that tempting Eye, 
The Fiend within the Flame I did not fpy ; 
But till ran on and cheriſh d my Deſires, 
For heav'nly Beams miſtook infernal Fires : 
Such raging Fires, as you have ſince thought fir 
Alone my Son, my Sou's bot Youth ſhould meer. 
Oh Veugeance, Vengeance! 
QUEEN. 

—— —-Poor ungenerous King! © | 
How mean's the Soul Flom which fork" Thoughts ava 
Was it for this I did ſo late ſubmit, - {ſpring! 
To let you whine and languiſh at my Feet ; f 
When wich falſe Oaths you did my Heart begulle, 
And profer'd all your Empire for a Smile ? 
Then, then my Freedom twas I did refign, 
Tho? you nil wore you would preſerve it mine. 
And fill it ſhall be fo, for from this Hour 
I vow to hate, and never ſee you more. 
Nay, frown not, Philip, for you ſoon ſhall know | | 
I can reſent and rage as well as you. 
KING. 

By Hell, her Pride's as raging as her Luft. 
A Guard 1 [Enter Guard. 
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Enter Cannon, aud intercepts the Guer dr, 


| Den CARLOS. 
old, Sir, be juſt. 
Firſt look on me, whom once you call'd your Son; 
A Title | was always proud to own. ; 
r 
Good Heav'n ! to merit this what have I done, 
| | That he too dares before my Sight appear? 
| F De CARLOS. 
Why, Sir, where is the Cauſe that I ſhould fear? 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know 
The Reaſon why you uſe this Princeſs ſo? 
KING. | 
bn LIES ID to raiſe this Siege : 
He talks as if 'twere for his Privilege, 
Foul raviſher of all my Honour, hence ! | 
But ſtay ! Guards, with the Queen ſecure the Prince. 
Where fore in my Revenge ſhould I be flow? 
' Now ia my Reach, PI daſh em at a Blow. 


Enter Don Joux of Ausrzia, Erott, Henait 171 
and GARCIA. 


Des JOHN. 
I come, great Sir, with Wonder here, to fee 
Your Rage grown up to this Extremity. | 
Againſt your beauteous Queen, and loyal Son; ? 
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What is't that they to merit Chains have done? 
Or is't your own wild Jealouſy alone ? | 
'KING. 
O Auſtria, thy vaia Enquiry ceaſe, 
If thou haſt any value for thy Peace. 
My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an Accent bear, 
. FE 


And ſince you take ſuch Joy in Crueltica, 
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Des CARLOS. 

Father, if I may dare to call you fo, 

Since now I doubt, if I'm your Son or no; 

ino OY GS 

KING. 
Will then that Monfier dare-to ſpeakc again ? 
Don CARLOS. 


Yes: Dying Men ſhould not their Thoughts diſguiſe; 


Ere of my Death the new Delight begin, 

Be pleas'd to hear how cruel you have been. 
Tune was that we were fmil'd on by our Fate, 
You not unjuſt, - nor I unfortunate : 

Then, then, I was your Son, and you were glad 
To hear my early Praiſe was talk'd abroad. | 
Then Love's dear Sweets you to me would diſplay, 
Told me where this rich beaateous "Treaſure lay, } 
And how to gain't inſtrudted me the Way. | 
I came, and ſaw, and lov'd, and bleſ d you fort. 

But then when Love had ſeal'd her to my Heart, 
You violently tore her ffom my Side: 

And *cauſe my Wound I could not hide, 
„ her took, 

You now will have my Life but for a Look, 
Wholly forgetting all the Pains I bore, 


Your Heart with envious Jealouſy boils o'er, 
'Cauſe I can love no leſs, and you no more. 
HENRIETTA. 

Alas! how can you hear his ſoft Complaint, 
And not your harden'd tubborn Heart relent ? 
Turn, Sir, ſurvey that comely, awful Man, 
And to my Pray'rs be cruel if you can. 

KING. 
Away, Deluder ; who taught thee to ſue? 
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SOL 

Loving the Queen, what is't the lefs can do, 

Than lend her Aid againf the dreadful cnet i 
XING. | | 

Why can the Devil dwell too in that Form? 
This is their little Engine by the by, 
A Scout to watch, and tell when Danger's nigh. 
_— pretty Sinner, thou'lt inform me all, 

How, where, and when ; nay do not fear——you ſhall. /| 
 HENRIETT 4. 

Ah, Sir, unkind [-— Fea 

e209 1 UE F WT : 

— hold thy Syren's Tongue: 

Who would have thooght there was Witch & young 
Des JOHN. 

Can you to ſaing Beauty ſtop your Ears? 
.= up Hen. and makes his Addreſs to ber. 
Heav'n lays its Thunders by, and non, | 
When Angels are become Petitioners. , 

EBOLI © 
Ha! what makes Au/ria ſo officious there? 


+ pode vs as it ſent his Heart to her. 
[Alus te Garcia. 


Don CARLOS. 
A Banquet then of Blood fince you deſign, 

vet you may ſatisfy yourſelf with mine. 

I love the Queen, I have confeſs'd, tis true: 

Proud too to think I love her more than you ; 

Tho' ſhe, by Heav'n, is clear but I indeed 

Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to bleed. 

There were no lawleſs Thoughts that I did want, 

Which Love had Pow'r to alk, or Beauty grant ; 

Tho' I ne'er yet found Hopes to raiſe em on, , 
For ſhe did ſtill preſerve her Honour's Throne, | 

And daſh the bold aſpiring Devils down. 
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[f to her Cauſe you do not Credit give, 
rondly againſt your Happineſs you'll ſtrive ; c 
As ſome loſe Heav'n, becauſe they won't believe. 
232 
Whilſt, Prince, my reſervation you deſign, 
Blot not your Virtue to add more to mine. | 
The Clearneſ of my Truth I'd not have ſhown, 
By any other Light beſides its own. | 
No, Sir, he thro Deſpair all this has ſaid, 
. And owns Offences which he never made. 
Why ſhould you think that I would do you wrong ? 
Mult I needs be unchaſte, n 
3 
| Unconſtant wav'ring Heart, why heav'ſt thou fo ? 
[ ſhiver all, and know not what I do. | 
| [I who ere now have Armies led to Fight, 
Thought War a Sport, and Danger a Delight; 
fs Whole Winter Nights ſtood under Heav'ns wide Roof, 
Daring my Foes ; now am not Beauty proof. | 
Oh turn away thoſe Baſiliſks, thy Eyes; 
Ti InfeQtion's fatal, and who ſees 'em dies. —— 
UEEN. 
Oh, do not fly me; 1 have no Deſign 
„ Upon your Life, for you may yet fave mine. ¶ Kuccli. 
Or if at laſt I muſt my Breath ſubmit, 5 
Here take it, tis an Off ring at your Feet: 
Will you not look on me, my deareſt Lord ? 
KING. 
Why ? Wouldſt thou live 
QUEEN. 
Yes, if you'll ſay the Word. 
| Den CARLOS. 
| Oh Heav'n ! how coldly and unmov'd he fees 
A praying Beauty proſtrate on her Knees ! 


Riſe, Madam [Sreps to tale ber up. 
Vor. I. H TI 
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| IFC 
1 Encroacher, touch her not: 
Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are ſhot. 


Not true! Stay, let me fee——by Heav'n, thou art 
| Leoks earmeſily on her, 


A falſe vile Woman Oh my fooliſh Heart! 
I give thee Life—but from this time retrain, 
And never come into my Sight aga'n: 

Be baniſh'd ever. 


2 E EN, 
This you muſt not "A 
At leaſt til Pve convinc'd you I am true. 
Grant me but ſo much time ; and when that's 2 
If you think fit, for ever I'll be gone. 
KING, 

I've all this while been augry, but in vain: 
She heats me firſt then ſtroaks me tame again. 
Oh, wert thou true, how happy ſhould I be! 
Think'ſt thou that I have Joy to part with thee ? 
No, all my Kingdom for the Blifs I'd give: 
Nay, tho' it were not fo, but to believe. 

Come, for I can't avoid it, cheat me quite. 
; DUEEN. 

I would not, Sir, deceive you, if I might. 
But if you'll take my Oaths, by all above, 

Tis you, and only you, that I "will love. 
KING. 

Thus as a Mariner that fails along, 

With Pleaſure hears th' enticing Siren's Song, 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 
Boldly leaps in, tho' certain to be drown'd, 


Come to my Boſom then, make no Delay : 
[ Takes ber in bis Arms. 


My Rage is huſh'd, and I have room for Joy. 
3 2UEEN. 
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QUEEN. 
Again you'll chink ( l anjaft will prove. 
| KING. 


No, thou art all o'er Truth, and I all Love. 


Oh that we might for ever thus remain 
In folded Arms, and never part again? 
N2UEB#Z#N. 


Command me any thing, and try your Po r. 


KING. 


Then from this Minute ne'er ſee Carler more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'it do Ill with ſuch a Port, 


For ever here 1 baniſh thee my Court. 
Within ſome Cloiſter lead a private Life, 
That I may love and rule without this Strife, 
Here, Cl, receive her to thy Charge 

The Treaſute's 
Whilſt I retiring hence, myſelf make fit 
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and the Trait is large. 


To wait for Joys, which are too Gerce to meet. [ Ex. King. 


Don CARLOS. 
My Exile from his Preſence I can bear 


With Pleaſure: But, no more to look on her! 


Oh tis a dreadful Curſe I cannot bear. 
No, Madam, all his Pow'r ſhall nothing do; 
I'll ftay and take my Baniſhment from you, 
Do you command me, ſee how far I'll fy. 

| VEEN. 

Will Carle: be at laſt my Enemy? 
Conſider, this Submiſſion I have ſhown, 
More to preſerve your Safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needleſs ways deviſe 
To loſe a Life which I fo dearly prize. 


Den CARLOS. 
So now her Fortune's made, and I anileft 
Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift. 


H 2 


| 


[Aue. 
Madam, 
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Madam, you might err 

Bleſs'd with your Sight I was pre par'd to die. 

But now to loſe it drives me to Deſpair, | 

Making me wiſh to die, and yet not dare, 

Well, to ſome ſolitary Shore I'll roam, 

And never more into your Preſence come, 

_ n m troubleſome. L going. ) 

Stay, Sir, yet ſtay :—You ſhall not leave me fo. 
Don CARLOS. 


Ha !— — 
DUEFEFN. 

l muſt talk with you before you go. 
Oh Carlos, how unhappy is our State? 
How foul a Game was play'd us by our Fate? 
Who promis d fair when we did firſt begin, ] 


Tull envying to ſee us like to win, 
Strait fell to cheat, and threw the falſe Lot in. 
My Vows to you I now remember all. 
Doan CARLOS. ; 
Oh Madam, I can hear no more— [Kneel;, 
SUEZEEN. 
You ſhall. 
For I n let you know, that I, 
If you'll reſolve on't, yet will with you die. 
Don CARLOS. 
Sure nobler Gallantry was never known, 
Good Heav'n ! This Bleſſing is too much for one: 
No, tis enough for me to die alone. 
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. 
2UVEEN. 
Nay, Sir, by all our Loves U charge you live. 
But to what Country, whereſoe er you go, 
Forget not me, for I'll remember you. 


Des 
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Den CARLOS. 
Shall 1 len Virwe and fuch Charms forget ? 


No, never. 
| UBEN. 


Oh that we never met, 
But in our diſtant Climates fill been free | 
might have heard of you, and you of me: 
So towards Happineſs more ſafely mov'd ; 
And never been thus wretched, yet have lov'd. 
What makes you look fo wildly ?—Why dye ftart : 
Den CARLOS. 
A faint cold Damp is thickning round my Heart. 
2 UBSEN. | 
What ſhall we do 
Den CARLOS. 


In view of all the Glory it admires. 


EZBOLL 
In ſuch a Lover how might I be bled! - 


Oh ! were I of that noble Heart poſſeſs'd, 

How ſoft, how eaſy would I make his Bands ! Ade. 

But, Madam, you forget the King's Commands : 

[To the Queen. 

Longer to ſlay, your Dangers you'll renew. 

Den CARLOS. 

Ah Princeſs | Lover's Pains you never knew ; 

Or what it is to part, as we muſt do. 

Part too for ever 

After one Minute, never more to ſtand 

Fix'd on thoſe Eyes, or preſſing this ſoſt Hand. 

Twere but enough to feed one, and not flarve: 

Yet that is more than I did cer deſerve: 

Tho' Fate to us is niggardly and poor, 

That from Eternity can't ſpare one Hour. ; 
H 3 2UEEN. 
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A 
If it were had, that Hour would ſoon be gone, 
And we ſhould wiſh to draw another on. 
No, rigorous Neceſſity has made 
Us both his Slaves, and now will he obey d. 
Come let us try the parting Blow to bear. 
Adieu 
i Den CARLOS. 
| Farewel, [ Leoking at each other. 
Im ſix d and rooted here, 


I cannot flir—— 
: . QU8SBK. . 
Shall I the Way then ſhow ? 
Now hold, my Heart 
2nd 2 to the Doer then flops, and turns back again. 
Nay, Sir, why don't you go ? 
Does CARLOS. 
Why do you ſtay ? 
UEEN. 
I DE... 
Don CARLOS. 
——- You ſhall awhile [Kneek, 
With one Look more my Miſeries beguile, 
That may ſupport my Heart till you are gone. 
20 EE M. 
on Eboli ! thy Help, or 'm undone, 
| Tales held on Eboli. 
Here take it then, and with it too my Life. 
[ Leans inte HEboli- Ga 


Don CARLOS. 

My Courage with my Tortures is at Strife. 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 
Pll try to vanquiſh and out-toil the Ill. 
Well, Madam, now I'm ſomething hardier grown: 


Since I at laſt perceive you muſt be gone, 


To 
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To venture the Encounter I'll be bold; [ Leads ber to the 
For certainly my Heart will fo long hold. n 
Farewel - be happy as y'are fair and true. 
"EN 
ann 
IA with Eboli. 
Des CARLOS. 


Thus long I've wander'd in Love's crooked Way, 
By Hope's deluding Meteor led aſtray : 
For ore I've e Wider xa, 
The glim'ring Light's gone out, and I am loſt, 
[ Exit Den Carlos. 


H 4 ACT 
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. | G 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE, The Ani- a 
Apartment. 


. CaRrLOs — 1 


| Den CARLOS. | 
HE next is the Apartment of the Queen : 

In vain I try, I muſt not venture in. [ going- ( 
Thus is it with the Souls of murder'd Men, [Returns 
Who to their Bodies would again repair ; 

But finding that they cannor enter there, 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air. 
Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtly thrown 5 
From all thoſe Hopes that promis d me a Crown; 
My Heart, with the Diſhonour's to me done, 
Is poiſon'd, ſwells too mighty for my Breaſt : 
But it will break, and I ſhall be at Reſt. 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soul ſhall never load: 
Tho” Patience be the Virtue of a God, | 
Gods never feel the Ills that govern here, 
Or are above the Injuries we bear. 
Father and King ; ok Names bear mighty Senſe : 
Yet ſure there's ſomething too in Sox and Prince. 
IT was born high, and will not fall leſs great; | 


Since Triumph crown'd my Birth, I'll have my Fate 
As glorious and majeſtic too as that. 
To Flanders, Po/a, ſtraight my Letters ſend ; 

[ Tell en, the injur'd Carks 1 is their Friend: Bm 
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And that to head their Forces I deſign; 
So vindicate their Cauſe, if they dare mine. 
| _ POSA. 
To th' Rebels? — 

Den CARLOS. 

No, th'are Friends; their Cauſe is juſt; 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaſt it muſt. 
Let th' common Rout like Beaſts love to be dull, 
Whilſt fordidly they live at caſe and full; 
2 EET 
And i tl their Load of Chains. 
ar EE Bm 
And cannot brook to loſe the Proſpect now. 
If thiart my Friend, do not my Will delay. 

20584. 

I'll dot. | Ert. Poſa. 
Emter EnoL1. 


Des CARLOS. 
| Who calls me ? 
EBOLLI © | 
You muſt flay. 
Den CARLOS. 
What News of freſh AMiftion can you bear ? 
4011 
Suppoſe it were the Queen; you'd lay for her ? 
Den CARLOS. 
For her? yes, ſlay an Age, for ever ſlay; 
Stay ev'n till Time itſelf ſhould paſs away; 
Fix here a Statue never to remove, 0 
An everlaſting Monument of Love. 
Tho', may a Thing fo wretched as I am 
But the leaſt Place in her Remembrance claim ? | 
Hs EBOLL 
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3011. 
Ves, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do; 
We both can talk of nothing elſe but you: 
Whilit from the Theme ev'n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall fay the kindeſt things. 
Den CARLOS. 
But from that Charity I poorly live, 
Which only pities, and can nothing give. 
| EBOLL 

Nothing ? propoſe what 'tis you claim, and I, 

For ought you know, may be Security. 
Don CARLOS. 

No, Madam, what's my Due none e'er can pay; 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never-ſleeping Eyes, 
And ſtops my Entrance into Paradiſe. 

E301. 

What Paradiſe ? What Pleaſures can you know, 
Which are not in my Power to beſtow ? 

Den CARLOS. | 

Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms, 
The Queen muſt yield when in my Father's Arms. 
That Queen, ſo excellently, richly fair, 
owe, could he come again a Lover here, 

Would court Mortality to die for her. 

Oh, Madam, take not Pleaſure to renew 

"Thoſe Pains, which if you felt, you would not do. 
| EBOLT. 

Unkindly urg'd : Think you no Senſe I have 
Of what you feel? Now you may take your Leave: 
Something I had to ſay; but let it die. 

Den CARLOS. | 
Why, Madam, who has injur'd you? Not IJ. 


ee hk EROLL 
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Nay, Sir, your Preſence I would not dein 
Alas! you do not hear that I complain. 
Tho* could you half of my Misfortunes fee, 
Methinks you ſhould incline to pity me. 
Den CARLOS. 

I cannot gueſs what mournful Tale you'd tell: 
nw | 
Speak, Madam ——— 
_ EBOLL 
Which en CE 
Lov'd too a Man, I will not ſay ingrate, 
Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate : 

Yet ſo far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 
He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
Starves on a barren Rock, and won't be bleſ d, 
Tho' I invite him kindly to a Feaft. 
Den CARLOS. 

What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lie, 
Quicken'd by Beams from that illuſtrious Eye? 
| EBOLTI. 

Nay, to encreaſe your Wonder, you ſhall know, . 


That I, alas! am forc'd to tell him too, 


Till ev'n I bluſh, as now I tell it you. 
Des CARLOS. 
You neither ſhall have Cauſe of Shame or Fear,. 
Whoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 
42011. 
Then farther I the Riddle may explain, 
FFF uy. 
ö { Shezws him bis on Piclurc. 
Don CARLOS. 
Diſtraction of my Eyes! what have they ſeen ? 
'Tis my own Picture, which I ſent the Queen, + 


When to her Fame I paid Devotion firſt, 
Expedting Bliſs, but loſt it: I am cus d. 
Curs'd too in thee, who from my Saint dar ſt tea! 
The only Relic left her of my Zeal; 
And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart. 
Wert thou more charming than thou think'ſt thou art, 
Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 
And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there. 
EBOLLE 
NegleQed ! Scorn'd by Father and by Son 
What a malicious Courſe my Stars have run ? 
But fince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate | | 


In Love, I'll try how I can thrive in Hate: 
My own dull Huſband may aſſiſt in that. 
To his Revenge I'll give him freſh Alarms, 
And with the grey old Wizard muſter Charms. 
I have't ; thanks, thanks, Revenge: Prince, 'tis thy Bane. 


[ Aae. 
Can you forgive me, Sir? I hope you can. 


[To Carlos mildly. 
rn try to'recompente the Wrongs 1 've done, 
And better finiſh what is ill begun. 
| Don CARLOS. 
Madam, you at fo a rate 
IJ ſhall begin to think you lov'd indeed. 
| 2301 
No matter; be but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhall ever find III be to you. 
„ 
Preſume that you ſhall ſee her yet once more. 
I'll lead you to thoſe ſo much worſhipp'd Charms, 
And yield you to my happy Rival's Arms. 
Den CARLOS. 
In what a mighty Sum ſhall I be bound ? 
1 did not think ſuch Virtwe could be found. 


Thou 
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Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt Perfeftions, ſtay: 
Fain I in Gratitude would ſomething fay ; c 
But am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. 
Enter Don Joun ff AusTR1A, 
Don JOHN. 
Where is that Prince, he whoſe Aiſlictious ſpeak 
' $0 loud, as all Hearts but his own might break ? 
| Den CARLOS. 
My Lord, what Fate has left me, I am here 
Mere Man, of all my Comfort ſtripp'd and bare. 
Once, like a Vine, I flouriſh'd, and was young, 
Rich in my ripening Hopes that ſpoke me ftrong : 
But now a dry and wither'd Stock am grown, 
And all my Cluiters and my Branches gone, 
| Den JOHN. 2 
Amongſt thoſe Numbers which your Wrongs deplore, 
Than me there's none that can reſent 'em more. 
I feel a gen'rous Grudging in my Breaſt, 
To ſee ſuch Honour, and ſuch Hopes oppreſ d. 
The King your Father is my Brother, true; 
But I ſee more that's like myſelf in you. 
Free-born I am, and not on him , 
Oblig'd to none, but whom 1 call my Friend. 
And if that Title you think fit to bear, 
Accept the Confirmation of it here, [ Embrace. 
ns. 
From you, to whom I'm by ſuch Kindneſs ty d, 
The Secrets of my Soul I will not hide. | 
This gen'rous Princeſs has her Promiſe giv'n, 
I once more ſhall be brought in Sight of Heav'n 
To the fair Queen my laſt Devotion pay: 
And then for Flanders I intend my Way, 
Where to th' inſulting Rebels I'll give Law, 
To keep myſelf from Wrongs, and them in awe. 


Dew 
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Den FOHN. 
Proſperity to the Deſign, tis good; 
Both worthy of your Honour and your Blood. 
Don CARLOS. 
My Lord, your ſpreading Glories flouriſh high, 

Above the reach or ſhock of Deſtiny ; | 
Mine early nipt, like Buds untimely die. | 
Enter Oyricen of the Guard. 

| OFFICER. 

My Lord, I grieve to tell what you muſt hear; 

They are unwelcome Orders which I bear, 
Which are to guard you as a Priſoner. 
Don CARLOS. 

A Pris'ner? What new Game of Fate's begun ? 
Henceſorth be ever curs'd the Name of Son, 
Since I muſt be a Slave, becauſe I'm one. 

Duty! to whom? He's not my Pather: No: 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Tell him his Fury drives too much one Way ; 
I'm weary on't, and can no more obey. 

Don JOHN. 

If aſk'd by whoſe Commands you did decline 

Your Orders, tell my Brother, *twas by mine. [ Ex. Officer. 
Den CARLOS. 
Now were I certain it would fink me quite, 
I'd ſee the Queen once more, tho” but in ſpite; 
Tho' he with all his Fury were in place, 
I would careſs and court her to his Face. 
Oh that I could this Minute die, if fo | 
What he had loſt he might too lately know, 
Curſing himſelf to think what he has done : 
For I was ever an obedient Son; 
With Pleaſure all his Glories ſaw, when young, 
Look'd, and with Pride conſidering whence I ſprung; 
Joy- 
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3 joyfully under him and free I play d. 


5:0, in his Shine, and wanton'd in his Sl 


But noa 
Cancelling all wWhate' er he then conferr'd, 


He thruſts me out among the common Herd: 


Nor quietly will there permit my Stay, 


But drives aud haunts mo lhe a Beaſt of Prop. 


Affliction! O Aſfliction ! "tis too great, 


Nor have I ever learnt to ſuffer yet. 
Tho' Ruin at me from cach Side takes aim, 


And I] ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame; 
Tho' the devouring Fire approaches faſt; } 


Yet will I try to plunge; if Pow'r waſte, 
I can at worſt but fink, and burn at laſt. 


[ Ex. Don Carlos. 
Den JOHN. 


Go on, purſue thy Forture white 'tis hot : 
I long for Work where Honour's to be got. 
But, Madam, to this Prince you're wond'roue hind. 
3011. 
You are not leſs to Henriet, I find. 
Dos FOHN. 
Why ſhe's a Beauty, tender, young, and fair. 
| 1701 
I thought I might in Charms have equall'd her. 
You told me once my Beauty was not leſs. 
is this your Faith ? Are theſe your Promiſes ? 
Den JOHN. 
You would ſeem jealous, but are crafty grown: 
Tax me of Falſhqod to conceal your own. 
Go, y'are a Woman 


IDLE 
Yes I know I am: 


And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that Name, 


When 
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When Heart and Honour I to you reſign'd. 
Would I were not a Woman, or lefs kind. 
Don FO HN. 

Think you your Falſhood was not plainly ſeen, 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen ? 
Too well I ſaw it; how did you diſpenſe 
In Looks your Pity to th“ afflicted Prince : 

Whilſt I my Duty paid the King, your time 
You watch'd, and fix'd your melung ** on him, 
Admir'd him 

EBOLTI. 


Yes, Sir, for his Conſtancy—— 
But 'twas with Pain, to think you falſe to me, 
When to another's Eye you Homage paid, 
And my true Love wrong d and neglected laid, 
Wrong'd too ſo far as nothing can reſtore. 
Don FO HN. 
Nay, then let's part, and think of Love no more. 


Farewel——— > [ Don John is geinę · 


E30 11. 
Fare wel, if y'are reſolv'd to go: 
Inhuman Auſtria, can you leave me fo? 
Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rack d; 
Add not to your Inconſtancy Neglect. 
Methinks you ſo far. might have grateful prov'd, 
Not to have quite forgotten that I lov'd. 
Don JOHN. 
If &er you lov'd, 'tis you, not I, forgetz 
For a Remove is here too deeply ſet, 
Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain. 


Why thus unkind ? 
EBOLYI. 


[Eboli turns arvay. 


Why are you jealous then? [Turns 1e bim. 


Den 


| O 
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Den 70 HN. 
Come, let it be no more! I'm huſh'd and fill! 
Will you forgive ? | 
E301. 
| How can you doubt my Will? 


do. | 
Den JOHN. 
Then ſend me not away unbleſs'd. 
10 


Till you return I will not think of Reſt: 
Cards will hither ſuddenly repair. 
The next Apartment's mine; I'll wait you there. 
Farewel. [Eboli /cems to weep. 
Den FO HN. 
O do not let me fee a Tear; 
It quenches Joy, and ſtiſſes Appetite. 
Ie War's herce God upon my Blifs I'd prey; 
Who, from the furious Toils of Arms all Day, 
Returning home to Love's fair Queen at Night, 
Comes riotous and hot with full Delight—{ Ex. D. John. 
4212011 | 
He'as reap'd his Joys, and now he would be free, c 


And to effect it puts on Jealouſy : 
But I'm as much a Libertine as he; 
As fierce my Will, as furious my Defires. 
| Yet will 1 hold him; tho Enjoyment tires, 
ho' Love and Appetite be at the beit, 
He'll ſerve, as common Meats fill up a Feaſt, 
And look like Plenty, tho' we never taſte. 


Emer Rout Gowssz. 


| Old Lord, I bring thee News will make thee young. 
. 

; e was alwavs Muſic in G 
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Thy Foes are tott' ring, and the Day's thy own ; 
Give 'em but one Lift now, and they go down. 
Quickly to th' King and all his Doubts renew ; 
Appear difturb'd, as if you ſomething knew 
Too difficult and dang'rous to relate, 
Then bring him hither lab'ring with the Weight. 
T will take care that Carles ſhall be here: 
So far his jealous Eyes a Sight prepare, 
Shall prove more fatal than Mz:du/a's Head, | 
And he more monſtrous ſeem than ſhe e'er made. 


Enter Ri d attended, 


KING. 

Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt ! 
When ſhall I get th' Uſurper diſpoſſeſs d: 
My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from their Reſt, 
Around the Place where all was huſh'd before 
Flutter, and hardly ſettle any more 
Ha, Gomez, what art thou thus muſing on? [ Sees 

 RUIFIGOMEZ. 

I'm thinking what it is to have a Son, 

What mighty Cares, and what tempeſtuous Strife 

Attend on an unhappy Father's Life : 

How Children Bleffiags ſeem, but Torments are, 

When young, our Folly ; and when old, our Fear. 
3 XING. 

Why doſt thou bring theſe odd Reflections here ? 
Thou envieſt ſure the Quiet which I bear. 

RUTLGOMEZ. 

No, Sir, I joy in th' Eaſe which you poſſeſs, 

And wiſh you never may have Cauſe for leſs. 
KING. 

Have Cauſe for leſs ! come nearer, thou art ſad, 

And look'ſt as thou would tell me that I had. 


- 


Now, 
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Now, now I feel it riſing up again — 
Speak quickly, where is Carlos? where the Queen ? 
What not a Word? Have my Wrongs ftreck thee dumb? 
Or at thou ſwol'n and labouring with my Doom, 
vet dar'ſt not let the fatal Secret come ? 
RUIGOMEZ. 
Heav'n great Infirmnities to Age allors : 


Im old, and have a thouſand doting Thoughts. 
Seck not to know 'em, Sir. | 


KING. 
By Heav'n I muſt. 
RULMGOMEZ. 
Nay, I would not be by Compuliion juſt. 
"> FFFT, 
vet, if without it you refuſe, you ſhall. 
RUIGOMEZ. 


mg Fit tell you all. 


KING. 
Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. 
RUIGOMEZ. 
It is that you would here forgive your Son, 
Por all his paſt Offences to this Hour. 
' 2 #4 

Th''aſt almoſt ask'd a Thing beyond my Pow'r, 
But ſo much Goodnefs n Requeſt 1 find, 
Spite of myſelf III for thy fake be kind: 
His Pardon's ſeal d; the ſecret now declare. 

 RUIGOMEZ, 
Alas! tis only that I ſaw him here 
. 
Where? With the Queen! Yes, Sende 
Never were Wrongs ſo great as I endure: 


So great, that 7 are grown beyond Complaint, 


For half my Patience might have made a Saint. 
Oh Woman ! Monſtrous Woman! 
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Did I for this into my Breaſt receive 

The promiſing repenting Fugitive ? 

But, Gomez, I will throw her back again; 

And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her then. 

Fl cruſh her Heart where all the Poiſon lies, 

Till when the Venom's out, the Viper dies. 
RUFGOMEZ. 

They the beſt Method of Revenge purſue, 
Who ſo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhew ; 
Stay till their Wrongs appcar at ſuch a Head, 
That Innocence may have no Room to plead. 
Your, Fury, Sir, at leaſt a while delay; 3 
I gueſs the Prince may come again this way : 
Here I'll withdraw, and watch his Privacy. 

KING. 
And when he's fix'd, be ſure bring word to me. 

Till then I'll bridle Vengeance, and retire, 
Within my Breaſt ſuppreſs. this angry Fire, 


Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themſelves diſplay ; 
Then, like a Faulcon, tly cut my 5 
And with my Pounces — th* unwary Prey. 


Enter FnoL1. 
EBOLT : 
I've over-heard the Buſineſs with Delight, 
And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to Night, 
Tho' thy declining Years are in their Wane, 


I can perceive there's Youth ſtill in thy Brain. 
Away: The Queen is coming hither. [ Exit R. Gomez 


Emer Quesx and Women, HENRIETT 4. 
UEEN. 

"= — N OW 

To all Felicity a long Adieu: 

Where are you, Eboli ? 


43011 


© , tv 
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Madam, I'm here. 

m_ 777 7 
Oh bow freſh Fears alſault me every where! 
r 

23011 
No, Madam, he the Orders diſobey d; 
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 
To head the Rebels, whom he ftiles his Friends. 
But cer he goes, by me does humbly ſuc, 
| That he may take his laſt Farewel of you. 
QUEEN. 
Will he then force his Deſtiny ac laſt ? 
Hence quickly to him, Eu, make haſte ; 
Tell him, i beg his Purpoſe he'd delay, 
Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, 
| Say I have ſworn not to ſurvive the Hour 
la which I hear that he has left this Shore. 
Tell him, I've gain'd his Pardon of the King. 
Lell him——to ſtay him——tell him any ching 
23011. 

One Word from you his Duty would reſtore : 


And tho“ you promis'd ne'er to fee him more, 
Methinks you might upon ſo juſt a Score. 
But ſce, he's here 
Enter Don Cantos, 
Den CARLOS. 
Run out of Breath by Fate, 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, 
Veary'd withal, 1 panting hither fly, 
To lay myſelf down at your Feet, and die. 
Knee/t, and kiſſes ber Head. 


2UBEN. 
Oh too unhappy Carle, Yet unkind ? 


'Gainſt you what Harms have ever 1 delign'd, 
That you ſhould with ſuch Violence decree 
Ungratefully at laſt to murder me ? 
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Don CARLOS. 
Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Head, 
For I've the worſt of Vengeance merited, 
That yet I impudently live to hear | 
My ſelf upbraided of a Wrong to her. [He riſa. 


Say, has your Honour been by me betray'd ? 
Or have I Snares t entrap your Virtue laid? 
Tell me, if not, why do you then upbraid ? 


2UEEN. 
| You will not know th Afflictions which you give; 

Was't not my laſt Requeſt, that you would live? 

I by our Vows conjur'd it; but I ſee, 
Forgetting them, unmindful too of me, 
Regardleſs, your own Ruin you deſign, 

'Tho' you are ſure to purchaſe it with mine. 
| Don CARLOS, © 

I, as you bade me live, obey*d with Pride; 

Tho' it was harder far than to have dy d. 
But Loſs of Liberty my Life diſdains; 
Theſe Limbs were never made to ſuffer Chains. 
My Father ſhould have fingled out ſome Crown, 
And bidden me go conquer't for my own: 
He ſhould have ſeen what Carlos would have done. 
But to preſcribe my Freedom, fink me low b 
To baſe Confinement, where no Comforts flow ; 
But black Deſpair, that foul Tormentor, lies ; 

With all my preſent Load of Miſeries; 
Was to iny Soul too violent a Smart, 
And rous'd the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. 

| PUEZEN. | 
Yet then be kind; your angry Father's Rage 

I know, the leaſt Submiſſion will aſſuage ; 

You're hot with Youth, he's choleric with Age. 
To him, and put a true Obedience on; 
Be humble, and expreſs yourſelf a Son. 


Carli 


pM 


Is 
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. I beg it of you : Will you not? 
Den CARLOS. 
Methinks 'tis very hard ; but yer I'll do't, 
[| mult obey whatever you prefer, | 
Knowing y'are all divine, and cannot err. 
For if my Doom's unalterable, I ſhaZl 
This way at leaſt with leſs Diſhor our fall: 
And Princes leſs my Tameneſs thus condemn, 
When I for you ſhall ſuffer, tho“ by him. 
+6. 4 4+ 3 
In my Apartment farther we'll debate 
Of this, and for a happy Ifſue wait. 
Your Preſence there he cannot 
mne your Duty, and my Love. 
{ Exeunt Carlos and — 


Euter RU I- Con 2. 


E301. 
Now Comer, triumph; all is ripe; the Toil 


Has caught 'm, and Fate ſaw it with a Smile. 
Thus far the Work of Deſtiny was mine; 
But I'm content the Maſter- piece be thine. 
Away to th' King, prepare his Soul for Blood ; 


A Myſtery thou well haſt underſtood : 

Whilſt I go reſt within a Lover's Arms, [ Afide. 

And to my Auftria lay out all my Charms. [ Exit, 
RUIGOMEZ. 


Fate, open now thy Book, and ſet em down: 
| have already mark'd em for thy own. 


Enter KIM O and POsA at a dance. 


My; Lord the King? 

| KING. 
Gomes # 

 "RULGOMESZ 


The fame. 
KING. 
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KING. 
Haſt ſeen 


RUIGOMEZ. 
I have. 
KING. 
: Where is he 
RUIGOMEZ. 
With the Queen. 
KING. 


Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Flame, 
And keep Records of all ye mean to damn, 
Shew me, if mongſt your Precedents there e'er 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 
Hark, Gomez, didſt not hear th' Infernals groan ? 
Huſh, Hell, a little, and they are thy own. 
FOh-. 
Who ſhould theſe be? The King and Gomex, ſure : 
Methinks I wiſh that Carlos were + aca 
For Flanders his Diſpatches I've 3 
KING. 
Who's there ? Tis Pæſa, Pander to their Luft. 
[Drawing near to Pola. 
Now, . to * Heart thy Dagger thruſt; 
In the Purſuit of Vengeance drive it far: 
Strike deep, and if thou cant, wound Carles there. 
RUIGOMEZ. 
I'll do't as cloſe as happy Lovers kiſs : 
May he ſuike mine, if of his Heart I miſs. 


The Prince: 


Thus, Si [Srabs him. 


POS A. 
Ha, Gomez / Villain! thou haſt done 
Thy worſt : But yet | would not die alone: 
Here — [ Stab; ot * 
RUIGOMEZ. 
So briſk? Then take it once again 


[As they are flruggling, the Diſpatches fall. out of Pcſa'; 


'T was * , vir, | to put you out of Pain. [ Boom. 
[Strabs bom again, aud Pola fall.. 
P 0 S A. 


[dt a diftance. 


ww It4&t Q,Þ& 


. 
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5054. 
My Lord the King, (but Life too far is gone, 
I faint) be mindful of your Queen and Son. [ Dias. 
KING. 
The Slave in Death repents, and warns me. Tes, 
1 What are theſe? 
[Taker wp the Diſpatches. 
For Flanders ! With the Prince's Signet ſeal'd! 
Here's Villany has yet been unreveal'd. 


See, Gemex, Practices againſt my Crown; [Seu n him 


Treaſon and Luſt have join'd to pull me down. 
Yet ill I Aand like a Gum ſturdy Rock, 
Whilſt they but ſplit Genres GA Rake con frabhe. 
Bat 1 £00 H N give word I come. 
RUIGOMEZ. 

What, hoa! whithin; the King is nigh, make room. 


The SCENE draw, and diſcovers Don John and 
Eboli embracing. 


KING. - 
Now let me, if I can, to Fury add, 
That when I thunder I may ſtrike em dead. 
[Looking carneftly on a 
— on this Truth depends thy Liſe. 
Why that's our Brother Aufria/ 
RUIGOMEZ. 
And my Wiſe! 
claks, Whilſt I was buſy grown 
In others Ruins, here I've met my own. 
Oh! had I periſh'd cre twas underſtood. 
KING. 
This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falſhood brood. 
Is it not admirablet—{£x. D. e 
Vor. I. . XO. 
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R UTC O MEZ. 


KING. 
Bailey ae gan; 99ꝙ—— none. 


Enter Don Canzos and QUizx dhe 


Look, my inceſtuous Son and Wife appear. 
See, Gomez, how ſhe languiſhes and dies. 
death! there are very Pulſes in her Eyes. 
[Don Carlos approaches the King. 
Des CARLOS. 
In Pace, Heay'n eyer guard the King from Harms; 
In War, Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms; 
Till all the Nations of the World ſhall be 
Humble and proſtrate at his Feet like me. [ Kneel;. 
I hear your Fury has my Death defign'd ; | 
Tho I've deſerv'd the worſt, you may be kind: 
Behold me as your poor unhappy Son, 
And do not ſpill that Blood which is your own. 
KING. » 
Yes, whe up Blood 2 ay I ne'er doubt 
But for my Health tis good to let it out; 
But thine's a Stranger, — ml Soul, to me, 
Or elſe be curs'd thy Mother's Memory 
And doubly curs'd be that unhappy Night, 
In which I purchas'd Torment with Delight. 
Den CARLOS. 
Thus then I lay aſide all rights of Blood. [ Ri/e: boldly. 
My Mother curs'd! She was all juſt and good. 
Tyrant! too good to ſtay with thee below, 
And therefore's bleſs d, and reigns above thee now. 
Submiſſion ! which way got it. Entrance here? 
KING. 
* Perhaps it came ere Treaſon was aware. 


Thy 


PIO of SPAIN. 
Thy traiterous Defign's now come to light, 
Too great and hoid to be hid . 
2 any Cops AS OS Inns 
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— 


[ Shows Pola': as. 


He waits n to Council with him go, 
Ack what In from Nad now. 
be CARLOS. 
My Friend here ſlain, my faithful Poſe tis. 
cas Heay'n ! what have I done to merit this? 


What Temples fack'd, what Deſolation made, 
To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head ? 


This, Villain, was thy work: What Friend of thine [To Go, 


Did I e' er wrong, that thou ſhouldſt murder mine ? 


But I'll take care it ſhall not want Reward [ Draws. 


KING. 
Courage, my Gomez, fince thy King's thy Guard. 
Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulfil. 
Den CARLOS. 
Noz tho* unjuſt, you ure my Father fill : 


| And from that Title muſt your Sdfety owl : - 
Tis that which awes my Hand, td not your Crom, 
'Tis true, all there contain'd I had defigy 'd: TRY 


To ſuch a your Jealoufy was 
It was the way that I could 


To work your Peace, and to 1 


Thinking my Veacb and Vigour to decreaſe, -- 
You'd caſe me of my Crown to give me Peace. 


The Injuries to me, and Wrongs to her, - 
Were much too great for Empire to repair, 
; 6. | 'S. £4 Ti. 1 o 


Alas! you fetch your MiſconRreftions far: 5 
When 


* 
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When you forgot a Father's Love, and quite 
Depriv'd me of a Son's and Prince's Right, 
Branded my Honour, and purſu'd my Life, 
My Duty 10 long with Nature was at Strife. 
Not that I fear d my Memory or Name 
Could ſuffer by the Voice of common Fame ; 
A thing 1 till efleem'd beneath my Pride: FE 
For tho' condemn'd by all the World beide, T * 
Had you but thought me juſt, I could have dy d. 
At laſt this only way I found to fly 
Your Anger, and divert your Jealouſy ——— 
To go for Flanders, and be fo remov'd 
From all I ever honour'd, ever lov'd : 
here in your Right hoping I might compleat, 
ite of my Wrongs, ſome Action truly great. 
x by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear 
Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which threaten'd here. 
AUA. | 
2 — ? he woeld forego 
The Joys rms of Courts to purchaſe . 
Banich himſelf, and ſtem the dang'rous Tide * 
Of lawleſs Outrage and rebellious Pride. 
KING. | 
How crenidths pleads in his Defence ! 
So blind is Guilt when twould ſeem Innocence. 
She thinks her Softneſs may my Rage diſarm. | 


No, Sorcereſs, you're miſtaken in your Charm, 

And whilſt you ſooth, do but affiſt the Storm. 

Do, nn WY RC o 
Queen hating on Carlos. | 


Look hard ; tis the lf you's lik wo hav, 
Don CARLOS. © 
"My Life or Death are in r 
5 1 0 DING, 155, F 
Don 
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Des CARLOS. | 
Not till the give we leave; 
che is the Star that rules my Defiiny 3. 
And whilft hes AſpeR's kind, 1 . d. 
RUBEN. 
Ko Prince, for ever live, be ever blieb 
KING. 
Yes, I will ſend him to's eternal Reft. 


Oh ! had I took the Journey along ago, 
1 ne'er had known the Pains that rack me Low. 


8 2 
What Pains? what $7 [Approaching bim. 
KING. 
Avoid, and touch me not. 
1 ſee thee foul, all one inceſtuous Blot ; 
Thy broken Vows are in thy guiley Face. 
SUBEN. 
Have tr . het 
Oh! thes ie as yea eumtabatien, 
With Promiſes you ne'er won d fee him more. 
But now your ſubtleſt Wiles too weak are grown, 
I've gotten Freedom, and Vil keep my own... 
| UAE. 
May you be ever free ; but can your-Mind 
Conceive that any Ill was here defign'd? 
He hither came, only that he might ſhow 
— 
Tf MAT bbs ods i 42 
But you before hand 6gn'd the bappy Peace. | 
Eu En01 5 
. B 


c 
13 2 
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Heav'y witneſs 'twas without my knowledge done. 
RULIGOMEZ. 

No, ſhe had other Bus neß of her own. [Ha. 
On nod anfl Iinpbcet 


KING. 
All are falſe: A Guard. 


| Seize on that Traitor [To Carlos. 
. Don CARLOS. 
Welcome; I'm prepar d 
QUEEN. 
Stay, Sir, let me die too: I can obey. 
m 
N thou ſhalt live. [Seemingly hind. 
By Heav'n, but not a Day. (46. 
TO EAI REL © ub. ont 2 
Che eint cles, and fo ſhe's damn'd, 
HENRIETT A.. 
If ever Pity could your Heart engage, 
If e er you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 
Incline your Ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r. 
KING. 
I dare not venture thee, thou -art too fair. 
What would'ft thos Jay? - . 
| "HENRIETTA. | 
Deſtroy not, in one Man, 
More Vine than the World can boaſt again. 
View him the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt — 
Your Virgin-Joys ; that may ſome Pity move 
XING. 
No:; for the Wrongs I ſuffer weigh it down : 
I'd now not ſpare his Life to ſave my own. 


Away, 
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Away, by thy ſoft Tongue I'll not be caught. 
HENRIETT 4. 
By all that Hopes can frame I beg. If not, 
May you by ſome baſe Hand unpity'd dic, 
And childleſs Mothers curſe your Memory. | 
By Honour, Love, by Life——- / 


KING. 
Fond Girl, away 
By Heav'n, Il! | kill thee elſe Still dan thou day; 
Cannot Death terrify thee ? 
HENRIETT A. 
—— No; for I, 
If you refuſe me, am reſolv'd to die. 
Den CARLOS. 
Kind Fair one, do not waſte your Sorrows here 
On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 
| There yet for you are mighty Joys in ſlore, 
When I in Duſt am laid, and ſeen no more. 
Oh Madam! | [T. the Queen. 
EEN. 
Ob wy Clit 
For me? no Mercy in a Father's Eye? 
Hide, hide your Tears into my Soul 
to 
A Tea Hike iiddiedunts wy —+- hw 
For ſince I muſt, I like a Prince would fall, 
And to my Aid my manly Spirits call. | 
ZUE EN. 

Tou, like a Man, as roughly as you will 
May die, but let me be a Woman ſull. IV.. 
Th'art W — 

oman, a true Co 
n,, v1 
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He too an Anzel, till he durſt rebel; 
And you are ſure the Stars that with him fell. 
Weep on; a Stock of Tears like Vows you have, 
And always ready when you would deceive. 
2UEEN. 
Cruel! Inhuman ! Oh my Heart! why ſhould 
I throw away a Title that's ſo good, 
On one a Stranger to whate'er was fo ? 
Alas, I'm torn, and know not what to do. 
The juſt Reſentment of my Wrang's fo great, 
My Spirits ſink heneath the heavy weight. 
[ Ready to fink with . 
Tyrant, ſtand off: I hate thee, and will try 
If I have Scorn enough to make me die. 
Den CARLOS. 
bleſ d Angel, ſtay ? [ Tale, her in bit Arms. 
| _ NUFREN. 
Carlos, the ſole Embrace 
You: ever took, you have before his Face. 
De CARLOS. 
No wealthy Monarch of the Eaft, 
In all the Glories of his Empire dreſsd, { 
Was ever half ſo rich, or half ſo bleſi d. 
Bat from ſuch Bliſs how wretched is the Fall! 
They too like us muſt die, and leave it all. 
KING. 
All this before my Face ? what Soul could bear't? 
Go force her from him. E 9 
Don CARLOS. 
| ———Slave, twill coſt thy Heart. 
Thiadt better meet a Lion on his way, 
And from his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey. 
She's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 
Mylf for Death, I muſt conſult with her. 


. 
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KING. 
Hence ! how wretchedly he rules, 
That's „. 


4 
| ——Rovuze, my Soul , confder now, 


That to thy blifful Mandon thoo muſt go. 


—— have tafted here, 4 
| hardly ſhall have Senſe of any there, c 

Oh ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far! b | 
— on ber Bake 


Sweeter than Incenſe which to Heav'n aſcends, 
| Tho! 'tis preſented there by Angels Hands. 
KING 
Still in his Arms ? Cowards, go tear her forth. 
Dex CARLOS. © 
You'll ſooner from its Center ſhake the Ear: 
vn hold her faft till my laſt Hour is nighz © 
Then I'll bequeath her to you when I die. 
KING. : 
Cut off kis Hold! or any thing, 
Den CARLOS. 
| Ay come: 
Here kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb. _ 
I'd have my Munument erected bere, 
With broken mangled Limbe Rl dae ber. 1 


RUEEN.. 8 
11004. 2 
; * nn 
: KING. 
: Now bear him hence. | 1 oy. 
[LS 


: 


0 horrid Tyrant! 1 are FS a 


9 
. 
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Torn, eo 

Ne, flay, and take me with you where you go. 
Hark, PR, Hy NE ng hy: 

Dogs! have you Eyes, and can you” 

See her? Oh let me but juſt e 


Preſſing forward. 
0 
By Hell he ſhan't: Slaves, are you mine or his ? 
* e 
| My Life— - 1 
K * Den CARLOS. | 
- My Soul, farewel-——— . [Exit Carlos. 
RUEEN.. 


— s gone, he's gone, 
Now, Tyrant, to thy Rage I'm left alone; 
Give me my Death, that hate both Life and thee. 
. KING. 
I know thou doſt; ; yet live. 
2 EE N. | 
—0 Miſery ! [Throws Wong the Fl. 
Why was I born to be thus cury'd ? or why 
Should Life be forc'd when tis {© ſweet to die ? 
. 
Thou, Woman, haſt been falſe ; but to renew 
Thy Credit in my Heart, affiſt me now, [ Eboli. 
Prepare a Draught of Poiſon, ſuch as wilt 
AR flow, and by degrees of Torment kill. 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all Senſe 
Of dying, tell ber T've releas'd the Prince, 
And that ere Morning he'll attend her. I 


2 a Diſguiſe his Preſence will ſupply ; 
So glut my Rage, and ſmiling ee her die. 
Your Majeſty & * be obey d g Es 2s 


RUL 
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RUIGOMEZ. 
Do, work thy Miſchiefs to their laſt degree, 

And when th'are in their height I'll murder thee, -Gas. 
| KING. 

Now, Comer, ply my Rage, and keep it hot: 
O'er Love and Nature I've the 


[ Looking at the Queen. 
Yet for my Honour and my Reſt ſhe dies. 
[Lr Queen and Women. 
But, oh! what Eaſe can l expeR to get, 
————ů— [Zest Omne-. 


ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
Euer KI O . 


KING. 

3 IS Night! the Seaſon when the Happy cake 

Repoſe, and only Wretches are awake: 
Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their Rounds, 
Haunt ruin'd Buildings and unwholeſom Groands ; 
Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, 
To frighten em with ſome fad Tale of Fate. 
When I would reſt, I can no Reſt obtain: 


JC 


The Hs I've borne ev'n o'er my Slumbers reign, 

Aud in ſad Dreams torment me o'er again, 

The fatal Bus'neſs is ere this begun: 

I'm ſhockt, and ſlart to think what I have done. | 
But I forget how I that Philip am, | 

So much for Conſtancy renown'd by Fame; 

Who thro” the P of my Life was ne'er 

By Hopes tranſported, or depreſs'd by Fear. 

No, it is gone too far to be recall'd, 

And Stedſaſlneſs will make the AR extoll'd. 


Enter E ABOLI in a Night-Gown. 
Who? Zbeli? 


E301. 
My Lord. 
KING. 
Is the Deed done? 
EBOLY. | 
Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe is gone? 
| KING. 
Can He expett it, who allow'd we none ? 
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No, Ebeli ; her Dreams muſt be as full 
Of Horror, and” as belli as her Soul. 
Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom gaia'd 7 


S20 44; 
She does. | 
TIT KING. | 
How were the Tidings cee 
130114 


O'er all ber Face young wand'ring Blacbes were, 
Such as ſpeak Hopes too weak to conquer Fear 
But when confirm'd, no Lover cer fo kind; | 
She claſp'd me faſt, careſs'd, and call'd me Friend. 
Which Opportunity I took, to give 
The Poiſon z andi Dag. he, cannot live. 
KING. 

Qrickly then to her; ſay that Carks here 
an e coakrm his e with hore 
Go ; that my Vengeance I may 
"would be imperſect, ſhould I 
But to contrive e 


ae 
. 
You'll find her all in rucful Sables clad, 
With one dim Lamp that yields imperſect Light, 
Such as in Vaults aſſiſt the ghaſtly Shade, 
Where wretched Widows come; to weep at Night, _ 
Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, | 
Till Carles ſhall with Liberty return. (ES: 
% n 
Oh ftedfaſt Sin! incorrigible Lal 
Not dagan'd ! it is impoſſible ; ſhe muſt, 
How do I long to ſee her in her Pain, 
9 
Enter 


— — Eee a emer: 
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Enter Don Joun and Attendant:. 


Who's there ? my Brother ? 
Don FO HN. 
: Yes, Sir, and your Friend. 
What can your Preſence here ſo late intend ? 
KING. 

Oh Auftria, Fate's at work; a Deed's in hand 
Will put thy youthful Courage to a ſtand, 

Survey me; do I look as heretofore? 
Don FO HN. 

You look like King of "Spain and Lord of Pow'r ; 
Like one who fill ſeeks Glory on the Wing : | 
You look as I would do, were I a King. 

KING. 

A King ! why IT am more, I'm all that can 

Be counted miſerable in a Man. 


But thou ſhalt ſee how calm anon I'll grow : 
III be as happy and as pay 


as thou. 
Does 7O HN. 
No, Sir, my Happineſs you cannot have, 
Whilſt to your Paſſions thus a Slave. 
To know my you Thoughts like mine mult bring, 


Be ſomething leſs a Man, and more a King. 


KING. 

I'm ſo, tis true, that long I ſtrove 
With pleading Nature, combated with Love, 
Thoſe Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul ſo faſt ; 
But now the Date of the Enchantment's paſt. 
Before my Rage like Ruins down they fall, 
And I mount up true Monarch o'er 'em all. 

Den JOHN. 

I know your Queen and Son are doom'd to die 

wn ere | £ 
Why, 


(( ao... a. 
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Why would you cut a ſure Succeſſion off, 
At which your Friends muſt grieve, and Foes will laugh; 
As if fince Age has from you took away 
Increaſe, you'd grow malicious and deſtroy ? 
KING. | 
Doubt it not, , Auſtria ; thou my Brother art, 
And in my Blood I'm certain haſt a part. 
Only the Jaitice of my Vengeance own ; 
Thou'rt Heir of Spain, and my adopted Son. 
Den JOHN. | 
I muſt conſeſ there in a Crown are Charms, 
Which I would court in bloody" Fields and Arme:: 
But in my Nephew's Wrong I muſt decline, 
Since he muſt be ere I thine. £4 
To mount a Throne o'er Battlements I'd climb, 
Where Death ſhould wait on me, not I on him. 
Did you e'er love, or have you ever known 
The mighty value of ſo brave a Son . 
k SI FQ- 
I d I ſhould be treated thas before ; 
I know it 4 
Thou living free, alas ! art cafy grown, 
e 
Not, Sir, ſo eaſy as I muſt be bold, 
And ſpeak what you perhaps would have untold f 
That y'are a Slave to th' vileſt that obey, _ | 
Such as Diſgrace on Royal Pavour lay, 
And blindly follow, as lead aſtray : 
Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 
Beſt by Familiarity th'are known, 
Yet ſhrink at Frowns, bot when you ſail they : 


_—_ - 25 Canrtios, 


| KING. | 
8 Fears ? Why, is there any Truth 810 
In Womens Vows, or diſobedient Youth ? 
I fooner would believe this World were Heaven, Ye 


Where I have nought but Toils and Torment met, 


And never Comfort yet to Man was given. 
But thou ſhal: fee bow my Revenge I'll treat. Ti 
The 5 C BNR awe add Afouurs the Queen aber is — 

Moarning on ber\Conch, NG TP by ber. L 

- Look where ſhe fits as quiet and ſerene, LIrenicalh: 11 
As if ſhe never had a Thought of Sin; mn 


In Mourning, ber wrong d Innocence to ſhew : 
Sh'as ſworn't ſo oft that ſhe believes it true. 
O'erwhelm'd with Sorrow ſhe'll in Darkack dwell : Bu 


So we have heard of Witches in a Cell, 
Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell. 
[The Queen iu, and comes towards bins 


| QUEEN. 
My Lord! Prince Cle? may be it believ'd ! 


Are my Eyes bleſs ? and am I not deceiv'd ? 


. 
* Queen, my Love, I'm here—- {Embraces ber. 
 gSgUREN. | 
My Lord 


| 1 the King? 
This is farprining Kindtot which you-belng, - 
Can you believe me innocent at laſt ? 
Methinks my Griefs are half already paſt. 
OT dbl ended b Deceic !- 
ongue, in d but t 
re to find the Cheat. 
Yes, vile inceſtuous Woman, it is I, 
The King; look on me well, deſpair, and die. 


2UEEN. 


h n 0g 
AVL. | 

Why had you not pronounc'd my Doom beſore, 
Since to Afliftion you could add no more? 
Methinks Death is leſs welcome, when I find - 
You could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 

No, now th art fit for Death: Had I believ'd | . 
Tow denen have been more wicked, thor had iy 
Liv'd and gone on in Luſt and Riot f; 

But I perceiv'd thee early ripe for Hell: . 
And that of the Reward thou might't not miſs; 
This — th'aſt 2 * chart _—_— _ 


Thou art — pig 85 

| UKE. n 1 

ben welcome cyerlaſting Biß. 

But c'er I die, he nl ela Ai 

By Heav's, and all ] hope for there, I'm true. 
KING. 

Vows you had always ready when you { 
How many of 'em have you made, and 75 | 
er there 6 Power tic dos your Fillion har. 

A juſt one too, that lets thee live to ſwear, _ 

How comes it that above ſuch Mercy dwells, 

To permit Sin, and make us Inkdels ? Page 
e UFZEZEN. 

You have been ever ſo to all that's Good, _ 

My Innocence had elſe been underſtood. = 
ee 
When | arriv'd to be the Prince's Bride, dns 

You then a kind indulgent Father were: © 
But finding me unfortunately Fair, 
Thought me a Prize too high to be x 
By him, and fore'd into my 
Where ee ab wr Pow} | 
Ir 
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Till conſcious of your Age, my Faith was blam' d, 
And I a leud Adultereſs proclaim d. 
Accus d of fouleſt Inceſt with your Son, 
What more could my worſt Enemy have done? 
WO TY ONS 
Nothing, I hope; I would not have it faid, 
That in my Vengeance any Fault I made. 
| Love me? oh low Pretence ! too feebly built! 
But tis the conſtant Fault of dying Guilt, 
Ev'n to the laſt to cry they're Innocent; | 
When their Deſpair's ſo great, they can't repent. 
0 "QUEEN. 
Thus having urg'd your Malice to the Head, 
| You ſpitefully are come to rail me dead. 
Had I been Man, and had an impious Wife, 
With ſpeedy Fury I'd have ſnatch'd her Life; 
Torn a broad Paſſage open to her Heart, 
And there have ranſack d each polluted part; 
Triumph'd and laugh'd t have ſeen the iſſuing Flood, 
And wantoaly have bach'd my Hands in end. 
hnck Geer ir 6 We 
KING. 1 
I'm glad I know what Death you'd wiſh to 
You wou'd go down in Silence to your Grave; 
Remove from future Fame, as preſent Times, 
And bury with you, if you could, your Crimes. 
No, I will have my Juſtice underſtood, 
Proclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luſt aloud. 11 
UEIEN. 4.4 
About it then, the Work begin; 
Be proud and boaſt how cruel you have been. 
Oh how a Monarch's Glory twill advance! 
Do, quickly let it reach the Ears of France. 


* 


Ahe 
Into 
Tur 


* 
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I've there a Royal Brother that is young, 
Who'll certainly revenge his Siſter's Wrong; 1 
into thy Spain a mighty Amy bring. 4 
Tumble thee from thy Throne a'wretched thing, 
Br 
| Gaim i a.a. | 

Ine ler had Pleaſure with her till this Night: 

The Viour finds tors xd aid him works ies 

Oh! were he here, and durſt maintain that Word, 

I'd like an Eagle ſeize the callow Bird, 

And gripe him till the daſtard Craven'cry'd; 

Then throw kin panting By UN SETS Woo: 
OUFEN. 

Alas ! I faint and fink; my Lord, your Hang: 

My Spirits full, and I wag e WIA b. 
9 


12 ich cvs he fe Come hired 
[Leads ber to a Chair, 
$0 rich a Treafure-who wov'd live to loſe ? 8 
KING. ” 
The Poiſon works, Heav'n grant there were enough; 
1 
2UEZEN. © 
kx ws WER 
This Hour's my laſt, and let it be my own. 
Away, e 
With ſuch a hated Object in my Sight. 
KING. 
| No, I will ſtay, and ev'n thy Pray'rs prevent; 
would not give thee leiſure to repent; 
But let thy Sins all in one combine 


To * thy Saul 6s d e 


288 Dos C anLios; ' 
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Glut then your Eyes; your Tyrant-Fury feed, 
And triumph; but remember, when I'm dead, 
Hereafter on your dying Pillows yo 
May feel thoſe Tortures which you give me now. 
Go on, your worſt Reproaches I can bear, 

And with em all you ſhall not force a Tear. 
KING. T 

Thus, Aufria, my loſt Freedom. I obtain, 

And once more ſhall appear myſelf again. 


Love held me faſt, whilit like a fooliſh Boy, q 


I of the thing was fond becauſe 'twas gay; 
But now I've thrown the gaudy Toy away. 
. 23011. bebe wich 
Help, Murder, help—— d. 
KING. | 
See, Auſtria, whence that Cry: 
Call up our Guards, there may be Danger nigh. 
[ Enter Guard, 


e & n 0 4. e ber s- avonnded and bleeding; 
Rui Gowus xz purſuing ber. 
1; S044 | 
Oh! me from that cruel Murderer : 
But tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far. 
Turn, wretched King, I've ſomething to unfold ; 

Nor can I die till the fad Secret's told. 
Re Carts by. 
Remove her, where the may grow tame and die. 
Fate came abroad to Night, refolv'd to range: 
I love a kind Companion in Revenge. [Hugs R. Go. 

. oo S0&F 
If in your Heart Truth any Favour wins, 
If e'er you would repent of ſecret Sins, 
Hear me a Word. 


| KING. 


2 892898 
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Do what you can do ve that precious Life; 
m 


Led by my Luſt I practis d all my Charms 
To gain the Prince, Don Carl, to my Arms. 


Bat there too croſs'd, I did the Purpoſe 
Ta ae ing 
Taught him to raiſe your 
Then my wild Paſſion at 
And that was done for which I now muſt die. } 
KING. _ 
Ha, Gemez / ſpeak, and quickly; is ito? 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
I'm ſorry you ſhould doubt if t be or no. 
She, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was betray'd, 
n 
And therefore does this Penitence 
EBOLL 
Oh Aufris, take away that ugly Fiend: 
He ſmiles and mocks me, waiting for my Soul ; 
Sec how his glaring fiery Eye-balls roll. | 
RUI-GOMEZ.. 
Thus is her Fancy tortur'd, by her Guilt : 
Bur boce you'll have wy Blood, let it be (pit 
MY KING. 555 
No more : [Ts R. Go. 
e Se by the Reſt [To Eboli. 
Thou hop ſt, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be ble d. 


EBOLI 
As what I've ſaid is fo, 


There 


7. K C 
| gn 2, wn Lord JD. J. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 


Don Caro 
There may I find, where I muſt anſwer all, 
| What moſt I need, Heaven's Mercy on my Soul. [Die. 
XING. 
Heav'n ! She was ſenſible that ſhe ſhould die, 
And durſt not in the Minute tell a Lye. 
: Dos FOMHN. WOE. 7 
His Guilt's too plain; kis will faring Rye. - 
By Unconcern be would ſhew Innocence: } 
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But harden'd Guilt ne er wanted the Pretence 
Of great Submiſſion, when t had no Defence. 


Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this little Cate, 
You ſeem not guiltleſs, but betray Deſpair. 
KING. | 
- His Life? What Satisfaction can that give ? 
But oh! in Doubt I muſt for ever live, 
And loſe my Peace Vet I the Truth will fnd : 
I'll rack him fort. Go, in this Minute bind 
Him to the Wheel 
£ RUI-GOMEZ. | 
How have [ this deſerv'd, 
Who only your Commands obey'd and ſerv d? 
What would you have me do? 
„ „ - alk 
; IId have thee tell 
wh Trad Do, Comex, all ſhall then be well. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud I'm loſt, 
And can but tell you what I think at moſt. 


You ſet me as a Spy upon the Prince, | 

And I ſtill brought the beſt Intelligence | Ha 
I could ; till finding him top much aware Pre 
Of me, I nearer Meaſures took by her: 11 
Which if I after a falſe Copy drew, | Cu 


"Tis | have been unforranate as you. 
KING. 


fl, 


| 


Paince of Srarn. 191 
KING. 4 
And is this all thou iat for Life to ſhow ? * 
| „ GOMEZ. 5 
KING. 
mann aadon, 
Heav'n ! where is now thy Providence, 
That took fo little Care of Innocence ? 
Oh Auffria, had I to thy Truth inclin'd, 
Had I been half ſo good as thou wert kind 
But I'm too tame; ſecure the Traitor. Oh! 
[Guards ſeize R. Go. 
Earth open, to thy Center let me go, 
And there for ever hide my impious Head. 
Thou faireſt, pureſt Creature Heav'n cer made, 
Thy injur'd Truth too late I've underſtood : 
Yet live, and be immortal as th'art good. 
2UEEN. 
Can you to think me innocent incline 
On her bare Word, and would not credit mine? 
The Poiſon's very buſy at my Heart; | 
Methinks I fee Death ſhake bis 3 
Why ave ene 
Perſiſt, continue on the Injury : 
Cu medal re, noms, that's foul. 


Oh pity, my deſpai 
LES An vſicians ſtrait; 
Haſten them quickly e er it be too late; 
Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at ſtriſe: 
IU give my Crown to him that faves her Life. 
Curs'd Dog - ; We ants 

. Don OHN. 
Vile eb; 


KING. 


Dow ENDIF ml 
Y KING. 


But I've forgotten half; POT; 
agen 


of | Enter Heviz. 


HENRIETTA. | 
Oh Horror, Horror! everlaſting Woe! - 
The Prince, the Prince! | 

KING. 


13 Hal! ſpeak. 
£  HENRIETT A. 
Ulle dies, he dies, 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies, 
Juſt taken from the Bath, OF 2p qaal 
From which the ſpringing Blood flows ſwiftly out. 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe | 


His Fate, to ſave that Life which he will loſe. 
KING. 
Dear Aufria, haſten; all thy Int'reſt ofe, 
Tell him it is to Friend an Offence, 
And let him know his F $ Penitence. 
Beg him to live. 
RUIGOMEZZ. 
Since you've decreed my Death, know "twill be hard 
The Bath by me was poiſon'd when prepar'd, 
I ow'd him that for his late Pride and Scorn. 
0 „ 
There never was ſo curs'd a Villain born. 
But by Revenge ſuch Pains he ſhall go thro), © 
As ev'n Religious Cruelty n&er knew. | 
Rack him! P11 broil him, burn him by degrees, | 
Freſh Torments for him ev'ry Hour deviſe, [ 


Till he curſe Heaven, and then the C dies. | 
QUEEN. 


F 
A 
F 
4 
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And now muſt leave thee 


UTZ. 
My faithful Heariets, art thou come * 


To wait th Miſtreſs to her Tomb? 
I brought thee hither from 


But Heav'n to its Protection will receive 


Such Goodueſs, let it then thy Queen forgive. 
HENRIETT A. 
How much I lov'd you, Madam, none can tell; 
For tis unſpeakable, I lov'd fo well. 
A Proof of it the World ſhall quickly find; 
For when you die, I'll corn to ſlay behind. 
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F 


* 1 E. Ong: | 


Puter Don CanLos fupported between two, and bleeding, 


a 
| KING. 


My Son? But oh! en 
I uſe that Name, when this fad Object' near ? 


| See, injur'd Prince, who tis thy Pardon craves, 


No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves: 
Bchold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 
| Des CARLOS. 

I come to take my Farewel, ere I go 
To that bright Dwelling where there is no room 
For Blood, and where the Cruel never come. 

KING. 

I know there is not, therefore muſt deſpair. 
Oh Heaven! his Cruelty I cannot bear. 
Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father ſuc ? 

Den CARLOS. 

My Father! ſpeak the Word once more; is't you? 
And may I think the dear Converſion true? 
Oh that I could. 

Vor. I. 


| KING. 


oo 


194 Don CARTOsS, 
KING. 
By Heay'n thou muſt—it is ! 
Let me embeacs and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 
Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos live, 
And all the Wrongs that I have done forgive. 


Den CARLOS... | 

Life was my Curſe, and giv'n me ſure in bite, 
Oh! had l perde when I 24 ſaw Light, 
I never then theſe Miſeries had brought, _ 
On you, nor by you had been guilty thought, 
Prop me: Apace I feel my Life decay. | 
The lietle time on Earth I have to ſtay, 
Grant [ without Offence may here beſtow ; 

W [Pointing ie the Queen. 
You cannot W be jealous now. 8 
KING. 

Break, break, my Hear 
[Leads Don Carlos to the Chair, 


| Den CARLOS. 
Tongs You've thus more Kindneſs ſhown, 
Than if Val Grid; and plac'd me on your Throne. 
Methinks fo highly happy I appear, 
That I could pity you, to ſee you there. 
Take me away again : You are too good. 
mnwa. 8 
Carles, 1s't you? O Las Royal Flood ; 
Live, and poſſeſs your Father's Throne, When 
In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten lie. 
Des CARLOS. 
Crowns are beneath me, I have higher Pride: 
Thus on you fix'd, and dying by your Side, 
How much a Life and Empire I diſdain ? A 
No, we'll together mount, where both ſhall reign | f 
* all Wrongs, and never more complain. 2 
f N. 


Princn of Srain 193 


QUEEN. ' 
O matchleſs Youth ! O Conſtancy Divine“ 
Sure there was never Love that equall d thine; C 
Nor any fo unfortunate as mine | 
Henceforth forſaken Virgins ſhall in Songs, 
When they would caſe their own, repeit thy Wrongs; 
And in remembrance of thee, for thy fake, © 
A ſolemn anuual Proceſſion make; 
In chaſte Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 
With Hyacinths and Likes deck thy Tomb. 
But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu: 
It is, to reconcile my Lord and you, 
Des CARLOS. 
| Heas done no Wrong to me, I am poſſefs'd 
Or all, beyond my ExpeQtation bleſꝭ d. 
Bat yet methinks there's ſomething in my Hears 
Tells me, I muſt not too unkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with your Hand ; 
Before I die, what is't you would command ? 
KING. 
Why wert thou made fo excellently good? 
And why was it no ſooner underſtood ? 
But I was curs'd and blindly led aſtray. 
Oh! for thy Father, for thy Father pray. 
Thou may'ſt ask that which ee 
And leave me not tormented by Deſpair 
Den CARLOS. 

Thus then with the Remains of Liſe we kneel; | 
[ Don Carlos aud Ile Queen fink out of the Chairs, and Tang . 
May you be ever tree from all that's 11]. 

2UEEN. 


And everlaſting Peace upon you dwell. 
KING. 


No more: This Vinte's too divinely bright 
My darken'd Soul, too converſant with Night, 


Grows blind, and overcome with too much Light, 
K 2 Here 
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Here raiſe em up, gently: Ye Slaves, down, down | 
Ye glorious Toils, a Scepter and a Crown, 
For ever be forgotten; in your ſtead, 
Only Eternal Darkneſs wrap my Head. 
UEEN. 
Where are you? Oh farewel, I muſt be gone. 
KING. 
Bleſs'd happy Soul, take not thy Flight o ſoon: 
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee too, 
And guard | it up, which elſe muſt fink below. 


UA. 
From all my Injuries, and all my Fears, 
From Jealouſy, Love's Bane, the worſt of Cares, | 
Thus I remove to find that Stranger Reſt. 


Carlos, thy Hand; receive me on thy Breaſt; 
Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt ? 


Oh, far above | 


Whatever Wiſhes fram'd, or Hopes deſign'd; 
Thus, where we go, we ſhall the Angels find | 
For ever praiſing, and for ever kind. 
2UEEN. 

Make haſte, in the firſt Sphere I'll for you ſtay ; 
Thence we'll riſe both to everlaſtiog Day. 


Farewel—— [Dier. 
Des CARLOS. 
I follow you; now cloſe my Eyes; [ Lean on ber Beſam. 
Thus all o'er BliG the happy Carle: dies. [ Dies. 
KING. 


They re gone they're gone, where I muſt ne er aſpire, 
Run, ſally out, and ſet the World on fire, 
Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winds, 
Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong * binds; 
Let the Earth open all her ſulph'rous 
The Ficnds ftart from their Hell and ſhake « nagh 7 Chains; 


Till 


PRI J SPAIN 
Till all things from their Harmony decline, 
And the Confuſion be as great as mine. 
Here I'll lie down, and never more ariſe, 
Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries. 

Den JOHN. 

Hold, Sir, afford your lab'ring Heart ſome Eaſe, 
KING. | 
Oh! name it noe: there's no ſock thing as Peace, 
From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoſt Kiſs I'll take, | 
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How my Heart beate! why won't the Rebel break: 
My Love, my Carlin, I'm thy Father, ſpeak. 
Oh! he regards not now my Miſeries, 
But's deaf to my Complaint, as I have been to his. 
Oh, now I think on't better, all is well; | 
Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell : 
How comes it that he's not already gone ? 
The Sluggard's lazy, but I'll pur him on. 


Hey ! How he fe! Lal, R. Gomez. 
RUIGOMEZ. | 

| "Twas aim'd well at my Heart; 

That I had Strength enough but to retort. ] 

Dull Life, ſo tamely muſt I from thee part ? 


Curſes and Plagues ! Revenge, where art thou now ? 
nan dan a 
KING. 

He's gone, and now there's not b vile a thing 


As 1. 
De JOHN. 
Remember, Sir, you are « King. 
KING. 

A King! it is too little; I'll be more, 
J tell thee. Nero was an Emperor: | 
He kill'd his Mother, but I've that out-done, 
Murder'd a loyal Wife and guiltleſ Son. 
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Feb PR why ſhould I grow mad for that? 
Is it my Fault I was unfortunate? 
Don JOHN. 
Colle& your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Mind. 
KING 
Look to't; ſtrange things I tell thee are deſign'd. 


Thou, A«/tria, ſhalt grow old, and in thy Age 
Doat, doat, my Hero: Oh, a long grey Beard, 
With Eyes Malling Rheum, and hollow Cheeks, 
Will be ſuch Charms, thou canſt not want Succeſs. 
But above all beware of Jealouſy ; 
It was the dreadful Curſe that ruin'd me. 
Don T 0 HN. . 
| Dread Sir, no more. 
KING. 
| Oh Heart! O Heav'n! But ftay, 
Nam'd I not Heav'n? I did, and at the Word 
(Methought I faw't) the Azure Fabric ſtirr d. 
Oh, for my Queen and Son the Saints prepare. J 


But 1'1l purſue and overtake em there, 

Whirl,” ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Chariotcer; 

Pl! ride in that way; pull, pull him down. 

Oh, how I'll hurl the'Wild-fire as I run! 1 5 

b Now, now | m0 | © [Runs off raving. 

. Des JOHN. 

Look to the King. 

See of this Fair one too, ſtridt Care be had. ' 

| [Pointing to Henrietta. 

Deſpair, how vaſt a Triumph haſt thou made ? | 

No more in Love's enervate Charms Pll lie ; 

Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp I'll fly, 

Where Thirſt of Fame the active Hero warms ; 

And what I've mum rr 541 
—— 


EPI. 


E PIL OG U E, 
Spoken by a Girl. 

NY 0 WV what dye think my Mage bither mean! 

Nad the Peet fick bebind the Scene. 

He told me there was Pity in my Face, 

And therefore ſent me here to make bis Peace. 

Let me for once perſuade ye to be hind; 

For he haz promii'd me to fland my Friend. 

And if this time I can your kindneſs move, | 


Hill wyrite for me, be favears by all above, 
When I am big enough to be in Love. 
Now won't you be geod-natur'd, ye fine Men? 
| Indeed I'll grow ar faſt ar Ver I can, 
' And try if to bis Promiſe il be true. 
Think on't when that time camei, you do not hnow : 
But I may grow in Love wwith ſome of you. 
Or, at the werf, I'm certain I Hall fee 
Among ft you theſe <obo"ll au they're fo with me. 
But now, if by my Suit you'll not be un, 
You know what yeur Unkhindne/1 oft has dene ; 
Jules for/ake the Play-Houfe, and turn Nun. 


ire 
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To the Rig Honourable 


. 0 2 ** 


EARL of RocuseTia, 


One of the Gentlemen of His Majeſy' 
rr Wt 0 8 = 


+ 7 
„ 
5 
W 


ESE 


none incur the Ceaſure aches 5 a: 2 


or a Flatterer. Both which ought to be as 
hateful 


e The. Erbin Dedicatory. 
hateful to an 


None of theſe would 1 be guilty of, and 
yet in letting the World know how good 


and how generous ' a Patron I have, (in 


ſpite of Malice) F am ſure I am honeſt. 


My Lord, | 

Never was Poetry under ſo great an Op- 
preſſion as now, as full of deins 5. 

Religion, where every one pretends to the 


Spirit of Wit, ſets up a Doctrine of his 


own, and hates a Poet worſe than a Quaker 
does a Prieſt. | 
To examine how much goes to the making 
up one of thoſe dreadfu} Fhings that reſolve 
on our Diffolution. It is for the moſt part a 
very little French Breeding, much Aſſurance, 
with a great deal of Talk, and no Senſe. 
Thus he comes to a 'new Play, enquires 
the Author of it, and (if he can find any) 
makes his perſonal Misfortunes the Subject 
of his Malice to ſome of his Companions, 
who have as little Wit, and as much III- 


far as he can) the Play is damn'd. 
At Night he never fails to appear in the 
Withdrawing-room, where he picks out 


ingenuous Spirit as Ingratitude. | 


Nature as himſelf; and fo to be ſure (as 


mn we & © = 


W 


ther the old Satire, to let us underſtand 


ſome as have as little to do there, as him- 
ſelf; who muſtring up all their puny Forces, 
damn as poſitively as if, like Muggleton, it 
were their Gift ; when indeed they have as 
little right to Wit, as a Journey-man Taylor 
can have to Prophecy. 

Wit, which was the- bie of Ganner 
Ages, is become the Scandal of ours: Ei- 


what he has known, damns and decries all 
Poetry but the Old ; or elſe the young af- 
ſected Fool, that is impudent beyond Cor- 


rection, and ignorant above Inſtruction, 


will be cenſuring the preſent, though he 
miſplace his Wit, as he generally does his 


Courage, and ever makes uſe of it on the 


Wrong Occſion. 


How great a Hazard then does your Lord- 


ſhip run in ſo ſtedfaftly protecting a poor 


exil'd thing that has ſo many Enemies ! but 
that your Wit is more eminent than all 
their Folly or Ignorance, and your Good- 


neſs greater than any Malice or Ill-Nature 
can be. 


I am ſure (and I muſt own it with 
Gratitude) I have taſted of it much above 


my Merit, or what even Vanity might 


Prompe 


prompt me to expect: Though in doing 
this, 1 ſhall at beſt but appear an humble 
Debtor, who acknowledges honeſtly what he 
owes, though to keep up his Credit he muſt 
be forced to borrow more: For my Genius 
always led me to ſeek an Intereſt in your 
Lordſhip; and I never fee you, but I am 
fir'd with an Ambition of being in your 
Favour. | For all 1 have received, the higheſt 
Return I am able to make, is my Acknow- 
ledgment; in which T'can hardly diſtinguiſh 


| whether my Thankfulneſs or my Pride be 
| the greater, when I ſubſcribe myſelf 
| Your Lordſoip's 


Mt auen and 


_ dee, 


PR OL OG UE, 
Spoken by Mr. UnDERHILL. 


Allants, our Auther met me here To-day. 

And begg'd that Pd fag ſomething for bir Play. 
You Magi, that judge by Rote, and damn by Rule, 
Taking your Meaſures from fame Neightour Fool, _ [ 
Whe a, Impudence, a Coxcomb's uſeful Tool ; 
That ahways are Jevere, you know not noby, 
And would be thought great Critichs by the bye; 
With very much Ill Nature, and no Wit, | ] 


Tuft as you are, wwe humbly beg you'd fit, 
And ub your fill Jehver divert the Pit. 


You Men of Senſe, who beretgfore allow/d 


| But for the Youths aber coma re come from France 


e oY 7 


But fwwears, that they, who /o ini the Pit © 


With their own Follics, ner can judge of Wit. 


Dann. a. { | 

| [T6 the Bones 
A a E 

For, Ladies, you know how to manage Fools. 


** 


rſons repre ented in che TIA OR Dr. 


M E N. Y 
Titus beer, Rehperdr bf Rene, 3 
Antiochus, King of Comagene, Q 
Paulinus, the Emperor 
| The SCENE, ROME. 
: ſc . "RES." " 
Perſons repreſented in the FAR C E. 
M E N. 
Thrifty, lr... Mr. Sandford. 
Grips , Two old Merchants, oe * 2407. 
| a, , , 3 . . 
Leander, f Ti S Mr. Perca! 
Tanis, 4 e. Leigh. a 
Shift, | Scapin's Inflruments, Mr. Richards. 
3 
WOMEN. | 
Lucia, Thrifty's Daughter, Mrs. Barry. 
| Clara, Gripe's Daughter, Mrs. Gibbs. 27 
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i 1 TITUS 


ACTI SCENE 1. 
SCENE = Palace. 


Enter An Tiocuvus and ArSACES 


ANTIOCHUS. 
ana HOU, my 4r/aces, art a Stranger here: 
< This is d Apartment of the charming Fair, 
That Berenice, whom Tits: fo adores; 
ESRD The Univerſe is his, and he i bers: 
Here from the Court himſelf he oft conceals; 
And in her Ears his charming Story tells; 
Whilſt I a Vaſſal for admittance wait, 
And am at beſt but thought importunate. 
ARSASES. 
— — car 
F 
Whoſe ame throughout dhe Weeld fo loudly rings, 
One of the greateſt of our Eaſtern Kings. 
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14s nee youu ne the Moaarct'of her Breaſt, 2 


Too firmly ſeated to be diſpoſſeſt; 
Nor can the Pride the doth in 27, take, 


9 


; ANTIOCHUS. 
Yes! il! that Wretch Antiethus 1 am. 


But Love! Oh how I tremble at the . 
And my diſtracted Soul at that doth ſtart, 
Which once was all the Pleaſure of my Heart; 
Since Berenice has all my Hopes deſtroy'd, 
And an eternal Silence on me laid. | 

\ 7 FR FQES1 / s 
That you reſent her Pride, I ſce with Joyz *\ 


Tis that which does her Gratitude deſtroy : 


But Friendſhip wrong'd ſhould into Hatred turn, 
And you methinks might learn her Art to ſcorn. 
INTIOCHUS. © 
Arſaces, how falſe Meaſures doſt thou take 
Remove the Poles, and bid the Sun go back; 
Invert all Nature's Orders, Fate's Decrees; 
Then pid me hate the charming Berenice. 
AXRSACE 


Well, love her ftill ; but let Aly "lM your Pains 


Reſolve it, you ſhall ſee, and ſpeak agaiv; 

Urge to her Face your rightful Claim aloud, 

„ Bam mad, 1 1 « $2307 

[AM TI£0CME 8. 

Arſaces, no; ſhe's gentle as a Dove, - 

Her Eyes are Tyrants, but her Soul's all Love, , | 

And owes ſo little for the Vows I've made, 

That if ſhe pity me, I'm more than paid. 


Far RuTIiLIiUS. 
ivr ths the Mak I Gene at lad men 1 


Oh how my Heart with Expeclation burns! | 


7 


Tiros and BeRENXICE. a1 
Rutilius, have you Berenice ſeen ? py un wal 
RUTILIUS. © 
1 have. 
 __ANTIOCHUS. 
Oh ſpeak ! What fays the charming Queen? 
RUTIZIUS,” 
I preſs'd with difficulty thro' the Croud ; 
A Throng of Court-Attendants round her ſtood. 
be time now paſt of his fevere Retreat, 
Tie, laments no more his Father's Fate. 
Love takes up all his Thooghts, and all his Cares, 
Whilt he to moet thold wighty Joys — rp 
Which may in Berenics's Arms be found 
Fr he this Day will be Rome's Empreſs crown. 
ANTIOCHUS.. 
What do I hear? Confufion on thy Tongue! 
To tell me this, why was thy Speech ſo long ? 
Why didſt not Ruin with more ſpeed afford ? 


Thou mightit have ſpoke, and kill'd we in a Word. : 


But may I not one Moment with her ſpeak, - 

And my poor Heart diſcloſe before it break ? 
4 ROT EE TOR Tt ! 497 

You ſhall : ö 4 


She ſweetly ſmil'd, and her fair Head inclin'd : 
Titus ne'er from her had a Look more kind. 


Emer ster n 


She's here. i 
Mt bu BEREANICE. 
© At nk h the rade Joy ra freed 
Gas new Friends, kde BY AO ita wha" 
The tedious form of their Reſpect I ſhun, | 
To find out him whoſe Words and Heart are one. 
Antiochus, for III no Flattery uſe, ' 


bince you negleR, [ juſtly may accuſe. 


PPTP . WOT ] ARID COLITIS gfe Ae Os 
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How great your Cares for Berenice have been, 
Ev'n all the Za, and Rome itſelf has ſeen. 


In my worſt Fate I did your Friendſhip find, He 
But now I grow more great, you grow leſs kind. The 
ANTIOCHUS. 


Now durſt I hope, I would forget my Smart; 
So well ſhe underſtands to ſooth my Heart. 


But, Madam, it's a Truth by Rumour ſpread, F 
That Titus ſhall this Night poſſeſs your Bed. 
BERENICE,. «. 


Sir, all my Conflicts I'll to you reveal, 
Tho? half the Fears I've had, I cannot tell: 
So much did Titzs for his Father mourn, | Of 
I almoſt doubted Love would ne'er return: . 
He had not for me that aſſiduous Heat, 


As when whole Days fix'd on my Eyes he ft: — 
Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell; T 
Oft came, and look'd; faid nothing, but Farewel. H 
ANTIOCHUS. | A 

But now his Kindneſs he renews again. — 7 
BERENICE. r 


Oh ! he will doubly recompenſe my Pain 
For that: if any Faith may be allow'd 
Two thouſand Oaths, two thouſand times renew'd ; 
Or any Juſtice in the Pow'rs Divine, 

laue, ben b. for ever mine 
| ANTIOCHUS. | 

| How ſhe inſults and triumphs in my III! 
ie wich Jeng PORT een 
Oh, Berenice, eternally farewel. | 

BERENICE. | 

Farewel! Heav'n ! What do I hear! 
Stay! I conjure you, Sir——by all that's dear. 
Antiochus, what is it I have done? 

Why don't you ſpeak? 


ANTI 


% 
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ANTIOCHUS. 
| Madam, I muſt be gone. 
BERENICE. 
How cruelly you u n i I imploce 
| be Reafon—— 
ANTIOCHUS. 
1 muſt never ſee you more. 
BERENICE. | 
For Heav'ns fake tell, you wound me with delay. 
ANTIOCHUS. 
At leaſt remember, | your Laws obey. 
Why ſhould I here wretched and hopeleſs ſtay ? 
If the remembrance ben't extinguiſh'd quite 
Of that bleſt place, where firſt you ſaw the Light; 
Tas there, oh there began my endleſs Smart, 
When thoſe dear Eyes prevail'd upon my Heart: 
Then Berenice too my Vows approv'd, 
Till happy Tita came and was belov d. 
He did with Triumph and with Terror come, 
And in his Hands bore the of Rome. 
7udea trembled, but 'twas I alone 
Furſt felt his weight, and found myſelf undone. 
BERENICE. : 
Hah ! 


ANTIOCHUS. 

You too, then t'encreaſe the Pains I bore, 
Commanded me to ſpeak of Love no more. 
So on your Hand I ſwore at laſt t'obey; 

And for that taſte of Bliſs gave all away- 
BERENICE. 

| Why do you ſtudy ways t'afflift my Mind ? 
You may believe, Sir, I am not unkind. . 
Alas, I'm ſenſible how well y'ave ſerv'd, 
And have been kinder much than I deſerv'd. 
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ANTIOCHUS. 
Why in this Empire ſhould I longer ſtay, 
My Pallcn end its Wieahchch i» hows ? 
Others, tho” I retire, will bring their Joys 
To crown that Happineſs which mine deſtroys. 
BERENICE. 
You triumph thus becauſe you'r Pow'r you know ; 
Or if you did not, you'd not uſe me fo. 


What Pleature in my Greauneſs can I find, 
When | ſhall want my beſt and trueſt Friend? 
| 1 SH OCHUS:- 

I reach your purpoſe, you would have me there, 
That you might ſee the u orſt of my Deifair; 
I know it, the Ambition of your Soul. 

"Tis true, I've been a fond obedient Fool: 

Yet came this Time but to new-freight my Heart, 
And with more Love poſſeſt, than ever, part. 

| BERENICE. 
Tho! it could never enter in my Mind, 

Since Cæſar's Fortunes muſt with mine be join'd, 
That any Mortal durſt ſo hardy prove 
T” invade his Right, and talk to me of Love; 
I hear th' unpleating Narrative of yours, 
And Friendſhip, what my Honour ſhuns, endures. 
Nay more : your parting I with trouble hear, 


Tho' crown'd Rome's Empreſs I the Throne aſcend ; | 


For you, next him, are to my Soul moſt dear. 


ANTIOCHUS. 
In Juſtice to my Memory and Fame, 
I fly from Titus, that unlucky Name: 
A Name, which ev'ry Moment you repeat, 
Whilſt my poor Heart lies bleeding at your Feet. 
Farewel. Oh, be not at my Ravings griev'd : g 
When of my Death the News ſhall receiv'd, . 


Remember why I dy dy and what I liv'd-— [Ex. Ant. 
P H A- 
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PHAENICE.. 
| grieve for him a Love ſo true as this, 
Dcicrv'd, methinks, more fortunate Succeſs. 
Arc you not troubled, Madam ? 
. BERENICE. 
3.5, W@ TH 
Something within me difficult to quell. - 
| PHANICE. 
vou ſhould have flaid bim. | 11 
BERENICE. 
Who, ſtay him? no. 
From my 1 rather let him go. 
His Fancy does with wild Ditraction rove, 
Which thy raw Ignorance interprets Love. 
Ac 
Times his Thoughts yet to unfold, denies; 
And Rome beholds you but with jealous Eyes. 
[t» rigorous Laws create my Fears for you; 
Romans no forei allow ; 
To kingly Powes fill H thea've been, 
Nor will, | fear, admit of you Queen. 
: _ i114 AERBNIECS.. 
Ph.enicia, no; my time of Fear is paſt ; 
Me Titzs loves, and that includes the reſt. 
The Splendor of this Night thou haſt beheld ; 
Are not thy Eyes with his bright Grandeur fill'd? 
Theſe Eagles, Faces, marching all in State, . 
And Crouds of Kings that with their Tributes wait 3 
Triumphs below, and Bleſüng from above, | 
Seem all at ſtrife to grace this Man of Love. 
Away, Phenicia, let's go meet him ſtrait, 
| can no longer for his coming wait. 
My eager Withes drive me wildly on; 


. 2 begun. [Excun. 
| SCENE 


. 
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SCENE IL 


Emer TiTus, PAULINUS, and Attendants, 


T.VESPASIAN. 

To th' Syrian King did you the Meſſage bear ? 

And does he know that I expect him here? 
_PAULINUS. 

Sir, in the Queen's Apartment, he alone 

Was ſeen, but ere I there arriv'd, was gone. 
T.VESPASITAN. 

"Tis well, Paulinus : for theſe ten Days paſt 
J have to Berenice a Stranger been ; 

But you can tell me all- What does the Queen ? 
PAULINUS. 

She does, what ſpeaks how much ſhe values you; 
When you mourn'd for your Father, ſhe mourn'd too. 
So juſt a Sorrow in her Face was ſhown, 

It ſcem'd as if the Loſs had been her own. 


. VESPASIAN 
Oh lovely fair One, little doſt thou know 


How hard a Trial thou muſt undergo. [ Aide. 

Heav'n! Oh my Heart! 
PAULINUS. 

What is't your Grief ſhould raiſe 


For her, whom almoſt all the Ba obeys? 


T. FESPASIAN. 
Command, Paulinus, that all theſe retreat; 
[Paul. moves hit Hand, and the reft go out. 
Rome of my Purpoſe is uncertain yet, 
Expects to know the Fortune of the Queen; 
Their Murm'rings I have heard, and Troubles ſeen. 
The Buſineſs of our Love is the Diſcourſe - 
And Expectation of the Univerſe. 


if, 


Titus and BIENE. 
And by the Face of my Affairs, I find, 
Tis ume that I refolve and fix my Mind. 
Tell me, Paulinas, juſtly, and be free, 
What ſays the World of Berenice, and me. 
PAULINUS.. 
= cy FOR NID END | 
All your high Virtues, and her Beauty praiſe. 
. VESPASIAN. 
Ale! e 
Paulinus, be my Friend, and come yet nigher. 
How do they of my Sighs and Vows approve ? 
Or what expect they from ſo true a Love: 
PAULINUS. 
Love, or not love, Sir, all is ia your Power; 
The Court will ſecond full the Emperor. 
T. FESPASIAN. 
Courtiers, Paulus, ſeldom are fincere ; 


To pleaſe their Maſter they have too much Care. 


Ihe Court did Ners's horrid Acts applaud, 

To all his Luſls ſubſcrib'd, and call'd him God. 

Th'{dolatrous Court ſhall never judge for me: 

No, my Paulinuz, I rely on thee. | 

What then muſt Berenice expect, declare; 

Will Raue be gentle to her, or ſevere? 

My Happineſs is plac'd in her alone. 

Now they have rais'd me to th' Imperial Throne, 

Where on my Head continual Cares muſt fall, 

Will they deny me what may ſweeten all ? 
PAULINUS. 

| Her Virtues they acknowledge, and Deſert, 

Proclaim indeed ſhe has a Reman Heart: 

But ſhe's a Queen, and that alone withſtands 

All which her Beauty and her Worth demands. 

In Rome the Law has long unalter'd ſtood, 

Never to mix its Race with flirangers Blood. 
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7. VESPASIAN, 


It is a Sign they are capricious grown, 
When they deſpiſe all Virtues but their own. 
PAULINUS. 
Julius, who firſt ſubdu'd her to his Arms, 
And quite had filenc'd Laws with War's Alarms, 


Burning for Cleopatra's Love; to Fame 


More juſt, fled from her Eyes, and hid his Flame. 
. VESPASIAN. 

But which way from my Heart ſhall I remove 

So long eſtabliſh'd and deep-rooted Love ? 
PAULINUS. 

The Confli& will be difficult, I gueſs; 
But you your riſing Sorrows muſt ſuppreſs. 
7. FJESPASIAN. 
Who can a Heart that's not his own control? 
Her Preſence was the Comfort of my Soul. 
After a thouſand Oaths confirm'd in Tears, 
By which I vow'd myſelf for ever hers, 
I hop'd with all my Love, and all her Charms, 


At laſt to have her in my longing Arms. 


But now I can ſuch rare Perfections crown; 

And that my Love's more great than ever grow. 
When in one Hour a happy Marriage may 

Of all my five Years Vows the Tribute pay; 


1 go, Paulin how my Heart does riſe ! 


PAULINUS. 


Whither ! 
T.FVESPASIAN. 
| To part for ever from her Eyes. 
Tho! I requir'd th' Aſſiſtance of thy Zeal, 
To cruſh a Paſſion that's fo hard to quell; 
My Heart had of its Doom reſoly'd before: 


Yet Berenice does ſtill diſpute the War. 
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The Conqueſt of fo great a Flame muſt coſt 
Conflicts, in which my Soul will oft be toſt. 
PAULINUS. 

You in your Birth for Empire were delign'd, 
And to that purpoſe Heav*n did frame your Mind; 
Fate in that Day wiſe Providence did ſhew, 

Fixing the Deſtiny of Rome in you. 
| | . FESPASIAN. 

My Youth rejoic'd in Love and glorious Wars, 
But my Remaias of Life maſt waſte in Cares. 
u my new Conduct now obſerves, *twould be 
15th ominous to her, and mean in me, | 
If in my Dawn of Power, to clear my Way 
To Happineſs, I ſhould her Laws deftroy : 
No, I've reſolv'd on't, Love and all ſhall go; 
Alas! it muſt fince Rome will have it fo. 

But how ſhall I poor Berenice prepare 
PAULINUS. 

You muſt reſolve to go and viſit her; | 
500th her ſad Heart, and on her Patience win : 
Then by degree | 
T. VESPASIAN. 
| net how ſhall I begin? 
Oh, my Paulin, I have oft defign'd 
To ſpeak my 'I'houghts, but ſtill they ſtay d behind. 
| hop'd, as he diſcern'd my troubled Breaſt, 
de might a little at the Cauſe have gueſ d: 

But nought ſuſpecting as I weeping lay, 
With her fair Hand ſhe'd wipe the Tears away, 
And in that Miſt never the Loſs perceiv'd 
Of the ſa4 Heart, ſhe had too much believ'd. 
But now a firmer Conſtancy I take, 
Fither my Heart ſhall vent its Grief, or break. 
| thought Chave met Antiochur, and here 
Al! I c'er lov'd furrender'd to his Care. 

| L 2 
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'To-morrow he conducts her to the Eaſt, 
And now I go to figh, and look my laſt. 
PAULINUS. 
I ne'er expected leſs from that Renown, 
Which all your Actions muſt with Glory crown. 
T. VESPASIAN. 
How lovzly's Glory, yet how cruel too! 
How much more fair and charming were ſhe now, 
If thro' eternal Dangers to be won 
So I might flill call Berenice my own. 
In Nero's Court, where I was bred, my Mind 
By that Example to all Ills inclin'd ; 
The looſe wild paths of Pleaſure I purſu'd, 
Till Berenice firſt taught me to be good. 
She taught me Virtue; but, oh curs'd Rome / 
The Good I owe her, muſt her Wrong become. 
For ſo much Virtue, and Renown fo great; 
For all the Honour I did ever get. 
Her for whoſe ſake alone I Fame purſu'd, 
I muſt forego, to pleaſe the Multitude ! 
PAUL INUS... 
You cannot with Ingratitude be charg'd, 
You have the Bounds of Palefline enlarg'd. 
Ev'n to Euphrates her wide Power extends; 
So many Kingdoms Berenice commands. 
| T. VESPASIAN. 
Weak Comforts, for the Griefs muſt on her dwell. 
I know fair Berenice, and know too well 
To Greatneſs ſhe ſo little did incline, 
Her Heart ask'd never any thing but mine. 
Let's talk no more of her, Paulinus. 
PAULINUS,. 
| Why ? 
„CCF 
The thought of her but ſhakes my Conſtancy : 
| Yet 
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Vet in my Heart if Doubts already riſe, 
What will it do when I behold her Eyes ? 


Fueter RuTiLi1Ius. 


e 
ir, Berenict, deſires admittance here 
T. SFESPASIAN. 

Palin 

PAULINUS. 

Can you already fear ? 
„ then ws ES 
Now, Sir's the Time [ Ex. Rut. 


Eater Bunaxaics, Puanxicia, and Attendants. 


FT. VESPASIAN. | 
I] bave no Power to look. 
BERENICE. 
Sir, ben't diſpleas'd that I thus far preſume z 
It is to pay my Gratitude I come. 
Whilſt all the Court aſſembled ia my View, 
Admire the Favour you on me beſtow, 
It were unjuſt, ſhould I remain alone 
Silent as tho' I had a Senſe of none. 
Your 's done, and you from Griefs are free ; 
Are now your own, and yet not viſit me? 
Your Preſent of new Dindem's I wait. 
Oh! give me more Content and leſs of State: 
Give me a Word, a Sigh, = Look at leaft, 
In thoſe th' Ambition of my Soul is plac'd. 
Was your Diſcourſe of me when | arriv'd ? 
Was | ſo happy, may it be believ'd ? 
Sneak," tell me quick, is Berenice ſo Vleſt ? 
Or was | preſent to your Thoughts at leaſt? 
L 3 * 
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Doubt it not, Madam : By the Gods I ſwear't. 


That Berenice 1s always in my Heart : 


Nor Time, nor Abſence can you thence remove - 


My Heart's all yours, and you alone I love. 
BERENICE. 
You vow your Love perpetual and fincere, 


But tis with a ſtrange Coldneſs that you ſwear. 


Why the juſt Gods to witneſs did you call ? 
I don't pretend to doubt your Faith at all, 
In you I truſt, would only from you live, 
And what you fay, | ever muſt believe. 
. VESPASIAN. 
Madam! | 


BEREZNICE. 


Proceed. Alas, whence this Surprize 


You ſeem conſus d, to turn away your Eyes, 
Nothing but Trouble in your Face I find : 


Does ftill a Father's Death aflit your Mind ? 


T. VESPASIAN. 
Oh! did my Father, good Yepupan, live, 
How happy ſhould I be? 
 BE2ENICE. 
Ah, ceaſe to grieve ! 


Your Tears have reverenc'd his Mem'ry now. 


Cares are to Rome and your own Glory due. 
A Father you lament, a feeble Grief, 
Whilſt for your Abſence I find no Relief. 
But in your preſence only take Delight, 
I, who ſhall die, if but debarr'd your Sight. 

„ „ 


— 


Madam, what is it that your Griefs declare? 
What time d' you chuſe ? For Pity's ſake forbear, 


Vour Bounties my Ingratitude proclaim. 


5 ER Z. 


No, Sir, you never can u prove. 
May be I'm fond, and tire you with my Love. 
T. FESPASIAN. 
No, Madam, no; my Heart (fince I muſt ſpeak) 


Was ne'er more full of Love, or half ſo like to break! 
But— 


BERENICE. 
What? 
7. VESPASIAN 
Alas! 


BERENICE. 
Proceed. 

7. VESPASIAN. 
BERENICE. 


Well. | | 
TFT. FESPASIANN. | 
Oh, the diſmal Secret will not come 
Away, Pazlinus, Cer I'm quite undone. 
My Speech forſakes me, and my Heart's all Stone. 


_—_— and Paul. 
 BERENICH. 


So ſoon to leave me, and in Trouble too ? 
Titus, how have I this deſerv'd from you? 
What have I done, Phenicia, tell me, ſpeak. 

PHANICIA. 
Does nothing to your Memory appear 
That might provoke him? 
BERENICE. 
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BERENICE. PT, 
You can do nothing that deſerves that Name; 4 
| 


Since the firſt ie till now, 
Too much of Love is all the Guilt 1 know. 


This Silence is too rude, and racks my Breaſt, 


In the Uncertainty I cannot reſt ; 
He knows, Phenicia, all hs Moments paſt, 
4 
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Perhaps he's jealous of the Syrian King ; 
' Tis that's the Root whence all this Change muſt Tong: 
Titus, this Victory I ſhall not boaſt. | 
I with the Gods would try me to the moſt, 
Wich a more potent Rival tempt my Heart, 
One that would make me greater than thou art : 
'Th&n, my dear Titzr, ſhouldft thou ſoon diſcern, 
How niuch for thee I all Mankind would ſcorn. 
Let's go, Plæ nicia, with one gentle Word 
He will be ſatisfy'd, and I reſtor'd. 
« My injur'd Truth by my Compliance find, 
„And if he has a Heart he muſt be kind. {Exeunt. 
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A C Tl Sal 


Frier Titus, ANTIOCHUs, and ARSACES. 


T. VESPASIAN. 

Ntiechus ! you've done your Friendſhip wrong, 
A In that you're kept this Secret hid ſo long. 
What is't that your Departure does incite, 
Which, not unjuſtly, I may call a Flight ? 

For tho on the imperial I hrone I'm plac'd, 
So highly ſeem with Fortune's Favour grac'd ; 
As if ſhe nothing farther had to grant; 
I more than ever do your Friendihip want. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Sir, your great Kindneſs I fo well did know, 
| durft not ſtay, where I fo much did owe. 
When firſt 7Jadra heard your loud Alarms, 
You made me your Companion in your Arms, 
Nay, ncarer to you did with Friendſhip join, 
And lodp'd the Secrets of your Breaſt in mine. 
Vet all this Goodneſs but augments my Sin, 
For J have falſe and moſt ungrateſul been. 

| T.VESPASITAN. 

can't forget, that to your Arms alone 
} owe the halt of all lever won: 
Witneſs thoſe precious Spoils you hither brought, 
Won from the Jets, when on my hide you tought. 
To all thoſe Purchaſes | lay no Claim ; 
Your Heart and Friendſhip are my oul Aim. 
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ANTIOCHUS. 
My Heart! my Friendſhip! Heav'n, how you miltake ! 
Cn my Deceit how weak a Gloſs you make! 
When firſt you thought yourſelf of me poſſeſt, 
You took a very Serpent to your Breaſt, 
(T.VESPASIAN; 
Antiochus, I find where thou art ſtung : 
Tell me th' officious Slave that does me wrong. 
Some baſe Detractor has my Honour ſtain'd, 
And in your eaſy Heart a Credit gain'd ; 


Abus'd, and told you Titz; was unjuſt : 
But I will know the treacherous Fiend, I muſt. 


Tho” you unkindly from your Friend would run, 
And own th Injuſtice which you think I've done. 
oat 447 54 
Oh Titus, if I durſt but ſpeak my Heart; 
But *tis a Secret hard from thence to part: 
"Tis not from you, it is from Rome I fly, 
There's a Diſeaſe in't I muſt ſhun or die. 
Seek then no more what's dangerous to know, 
When moſt your Friend, I ſhall appear your Foe. 
T.FVESPASIT AN. 
Ils either to your Heart a Stranger am, 
Or ſure Antochus is not the ſame 
What elſe ſhould make you not your Mind declare] 
What is't that you dare ſay, I dare not hear ? 
 ANTIOCHUS. 
If then, whate'er I utter, you dare hear, 
Receive the fatal Secret in your Ear. 
But arm your Heart with Temper : Well, 'tis this. 
7. YVESPASITAN. 
Go on. 5 
ANTIOCHUS. 
I love the charming Berenice. 


TITUS 
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T. FESPASI AN. 


ANTIOCHUS. 
Yes, nor was I hateful to her Eyes, 

Till you came on, and robb'd me of the Prize. 

When at your Army's Head you did appear, 
You fack'd Jeruſalem and conquer'd her 
T7. YESPASTAN. 

A braver Rival I'd not with to find, 
Than him that dares be juft, and tell his Mind. 
80 far's 5 my Heart — 
That Berenice is by my Friend belov d. 
That I, Antiochus, 22 thing extol, 
For ſhe was made to be ador'd by all: 


And happy he that ſhall poſſeſs her. 
ANTIOCHUS. 


Hah! 


| True; 
But 'tis fit none ſhould be fo bleſt fave you: 
And Berenice for none could be deſigu d. 
But him that's the Delight of all Mankind. 
"Tis for this Cauſe to repair: 
For when you're bleſt, no Envy ſhould be near. 
. YESPASTAN. | 
O my Autiec bus, when thou ſhalt fee 
How ſmall's the Happi in ſtore for me, 
Thou necdft not fear thy Envy; let me have 
Thy Pity and thy Aid, tis that I crave. * 
My beſt and trueſt Friend, you muſt be fo, 
For there's none fit for't in the World but you: 
None but a King, my Rival, and my Friend, 
Is fit to ſpeak the Torments of my Mind. 
In my Behalf you Berenice muſt ſee. 
ANTIOCHUS. 
Is that an Office, Titus, fit for me ? 25 
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Is't not enough her Cruelties I bear, 
But you mult too ſollicit my Deſpair ? 
I ſwore for ever from her to depart, 
Alas! and dare not troſt again my Heart. 
Your Paſſion by another may be ſhown, 
I have enough to do to my rule my own. 
T. VESPAS IAN. 
He that ſo well his own Misfortunes bears, 
Can beſt inſtruct her how to temper hers. 
Nay, my Antiochus, you mult not flart; 
I know by mine, your News will ſhake her Heart, 
For I muſt too for ever from her part. 
ANTIOCHUS. 
You part? 
T.YVESPASIAN. 
Yes! cuſt Neceſſity ! tis true. 
She that both conquer'd me and fetter'd you, 
In whom alone I ſumm'd up all Delight, 
Muſt be for ever banith'd from my Sight. 
ANTIOCHUS. 
It cannot be: No Slave that wears her Chaius, 
Upon ſo eaſy Terms his Freedom gains. 
T.YESPASIAN. 
Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow, 
I can make Kings, and can depoſe em too: 
The ſtubborn'ſt Hearts muſt to my Pow'r bow down, 
And yet I am not Maſter of my own. 
Rome, that to Kings ſo long a Foe has been, 
Will not admit my Marriage with the Queen. 
If Berenice to-morrow be not gone, 
The Multitude will to her Palace run; 
And from their rude outrageous Tongue ſhe'll oj 
The News I dread to tell, and you to bear. 


5 IAN 
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| 4NFI[OaCHEUE von wink want 
Now if my Heart was to Revenge ally'd, 
How might I triumph in her falling Pride 
To ſee her Cruelties to me repaid, | 
And with em all her tortur'd Soul 
But, Titus, I'm more juſt ; 7 
That ev'n, Sir, you dare wrong the thing Ie low d. 
 T.FYESPASIAN. 
When I th' Imperial Power did firſt aſſume, 
I firmly ſwore uphold the Rights of Reme. 
Should I to follow Love from Glory fly, 
Forſake my Throne, in ev'ry Vaſſal' Eye, 
How mean and deſpicatle muſt I prove 
An Emperor led about the World with Love! 
No, Prince, the fatal Story you muſt tell, 
Aud bid from me poor Berenice farewel. 
But if the Hopes of reigning in my Heart 
May 4. „ Cube IO her ſad Mind im part, 
Swear, Fiiend, by all that to my Soul is dear, 
Entue I will preſerve her ever there. 
Mourning at Court, and more exil'd than ſhe, 
My Reign but a long Baniſhment ſhall be 
From all thoſe Joys that wait ov Pomp and Power. 
To-morrow ſhe her Journey hence muſt take, 
And ſo I all, that c'er I lov'd foriake. 
Her to your Care and Conduct I commend : 
For tho' my Rival, as a King and Friend, 
The deareſt Treaſure I dare with you truit. 
ANTIOCHUS. | 
Sir, do not tempt me, leaſt I prove unjuſt : 
Her Charms that made me my own Fame fosego, 
Will be too apt to make me falſe to you. 
_ CFASPISIME 
No more ; I know thee, have thy Honour try'd, 
Firm till in Dangers found thee by my fide. 
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Thou knew'ſt my Love, whilſt thine was yet conceal d. 
When all thy Hopes by my Succeſs were quell'd : 
Even at that time thou didſt no Falſhood 1 
e eee 
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IANTIOCIZUS. 

No, It not ſee her, neither dare I go: 
Too ſoon from others her hard Lot ſhe'll know. 
Doſt thou not think her Fate's enough ſevere, 
Unleſs that I th' unwelcome bear ? 
IT, who her Hate have felt before, 
And need not fork new Ware to purchaſe more. 

ARSACES. 

See, ſhe approaches ; now the Coward play, 

And, when you might have conquer'd, run away. 


Enter Benenics and PhanICA. 
ANTIOCHUS. 


Oh Heav'n! 
BERENICE. 
| My Lord, I ſee you are not gone; 
Perhaps 'tis me alone that you would ſhun. 
1 4£#T FOCHUS. 
You come not here, Antiochus to find, 
The Viſit to another was defign'd. 
Cæſar And tis on him the Blame muſt light, 
If now my Preſence here offend your Sight. 
They're his Commands are guilty of the Sin; 
It may be elſe 1 had at O/ie been. 
BERENICE. 
His Friends are always with his Preſence grac'd, 
"Tis I alone that cannot be ſo bleſt. 
. ANTIOCHUS. 
Too much has Prejudice upon you gain'd : 
"Twas for your fake alone I was detain'd. 423 
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4 BERENICE. 
| For mine? away. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Tyrannic Fair, tis true, 

He kept me here only to talk of you. 
B ERENICE. 

Of ms, my Lord! forbear this courtly Art, 
You're brave, and ſhould not mock an cafy Heart. 
In my Diſtreſs what Pleaſure could you fee ? 
Alas! or what could Titus ſay of me ? 

| IANTIOCHUS. 

Better a thouſand times than I can tell, 
$0 firm a Paſſion in his Heart does dwell, 

When you are nam d he's from himſelf transſorm d, 
And ev'ry way betrays how much he's charm'd. 
Love in his Face does like a Tyrant rife, 

And Majeſty's no longer in his Eyes, 

But there are things behind, I dare not ſpeak : 
For at the News your tender Heart would break. 
BERENICE. 


How, Sir? 
ANTIOCHUS. 
Ere Night the Truth of what I've faid you'll know, 
And then, I doubt not, juſtify me too, 


Farewel. 
BERENICE. 

Oh Heav'n ! what can this Language mean ? 
You ſee before your Eyes a wretched 
Sir, of my Quiet if you have ſuch Care, 
Or if myfelf your Eyes held ever dear, 
Diſpel this Miſt of Trouble from my Soul. 

ANTIOCAHUS. 

Madam, yourſelf excuſe, 

For your own ſake it is that I refuſe. 
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*T will not be long before the Doubt's remov'd. 
SERENICE. 

You told me once, Antiochur, you lov'd ; ( 
But ſure twas only that you might betray ; 
Or elſe you more would fear to diſobey, 

ANTIOCHUS. 
/ I diſobey you ! ark my Life, and try 
How gloriouſly I for your ſake can die. 
It would by far be the more welcome Fate, 
'Than now to ſpeak, and ever gain your Hate. 
BERENICE. 

No, Sir, you never ſhall my Hatred find ; 

"Tis my Deſire, and you mult be fo kind. 


Will you ? 
 ANTIOCHUS. 
Heav'n! this Conſtraint is worſe than Death. 
You drive, and will not give me time to breathe. 
Oh, Madam ! put me to no farther Pain. 
BERENICE, a 
Muſt I then ever beg, and beg in vain? 
Hence, froward Prince, either the Truti: relates 
Forbear, or be aſſur d for ever of my Hate. | 
 4NTIOCHUS. H 
Muy Heart was always yours, and is fo fill, l 
For ever muſt depend upon your Will. 1 
I wiſh another way your Pow'r you'd try'd ; T 
But you're refoly'd, and muſt be fatisfy'd: 7. 
Vet flatter not yourſelf, I ſhall declare N 
Thoſe Horrors which perhaps you dare not hear. Li 
You cannot but believe; I know your Heart; x 
Look then to feel me ſtrike its tender il Part. 
Titus has told me — 
BERENICE. 
What ? fear no Surprize. 
ANTIOCHUS. 
That he muſt part for ever from your Eyes. 
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 BERENICE. gs Pr 
We part! Can things another Nature take ? 
Or Titus ever Berenice foriake f'” © 
SNTFOCHUS © 
Perhaps tis ſtrange that I ſhould tell you ſo: 
But you ſhall find 1 M de him Juftice too. 
Whatever in a Heart, both kind and great, 
Love with moſt dreadful could create, 
I faw in his: He weeps, laments, and more 
Than ever does fair Ferenice adore. | 
But what avails it, that ſuch Love he ſhows ? 
A Queen ſuſpected to Rome's Empire grow, 
And Titus cannot with her Laws diſpenſe ; 
For therefore tis you muſt be baniſh'd hence. 
e 
What do I hear, alas, Phenicia 7 EE ee 
INTIOCHUS. .. 
Nay, ese, your bel id nant Dh} th 
In bearing this the well you'll prove 
Of that great baughty Ay $77 + 
_ SERENICH.. 11 
Will Tus, leave his Berenice ſorlorn ? ay 
He who ſo many Oaths fo oft hath ſworn ! 
In not belier't; kia Love eee 
I'm ſure he's guildleſs, and you do, him Wrong; 
This is a Snare to diſunite us laid s: 5 
Titus, thou lov'ſt me, doſt not Hh no deed. 
No, ſtrait I'll fee him, and ſecure all Fear. 
| Let's go. | | 
| ANTIOCHUS. 1 12 
Too well you may behold him here. 
BERENICE. 
Too well you wiſh it, to perſuade it. No. 
| Io this your Muſe ogohs CEE HLINnT þ 
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When you no other Stratagem could find 
T'abuſe my Heart, you would betray your Friend. 
Howe er he prove, know I your Sight abhor, 
And from this Minute never ſee me more. 
. 4ANTIOGHUS. 

Oh Berenice ! remorſeleſa cruel Fair! 

Born only for my Torment and Deſpair. 


Was it for this ſo faithfully 1 ſerv'd? 


Is this the Recompence I have deſerv'd? 
I, who for you did all Ambition wave, 


- And ict « Ringrem.tobatme;yent Slave! 


Curſe on my Fate! - | 
| BERENICE. 
If &er my Heart you priz'd,, 


You never had this Cruelty devis'd; 


Never to work my Torment been thus bold, 
And fo triumphantly the Story told. 
Away, Pheaicia ; no more I'll hear him ſpeak. 


5 and Phan, 
4NTIOCH | 
Now, wy A1 would my Heart but break; 


But yet I hope in part I've Freedom won, 3 
And what Love would not, by her Hate ſhe's done. 
The Pain I lately endur'd thou haft beheld ; 


I left her all enamour'd, jealous, wild: 


But now performing this ignoble part, 
Perhaps, 1'll ever baniſh her my Heart. 


She left me cruelly, and let her go; 
My Honour and Repoſe command it too : 
For ever to my Eyes a Stranger be, 


Till I have learnt to ſcorn as well as ſhe, — [Eu 
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BERENICE. 

Of my Wrong too well am fatisfy'd : 

To ſee the perjur'd Tirzs twice I try'd ; 
Twice for Admittance to him begg'd in vain, 
Nor is Phenicia yet return'd again. 
Phenicia has no Anfwer to bring back, 
Ingrateful Tra will not hear ber ſpeak : 

But hides himſelf, and from my Pury fies : 
Nor will have Senſe, — dies. 


Enter Pur unc. 


Phenicia, well, my Titus haſt thou ſeen 
What ? will he come and make me live agaio? 
PHANICIA | 
Madam, the Emperor I alone did ind? 
And ſaw in his the Trouble of your Mind; 
I aw the Tears he would have bid, run down- 
BERANJGEB  — LE 
Rut was he not aſham'd they ſhou'd be ſhown ? 
Lock'd he not as Fe thought bis Love Diſgrace } | 
And was not all the Emperor in his Face. 
PEFARIEFTE” 
Doubt it not, Madam, he will ſoon be here * 
But wherefore will you this Diſorder wer? 
Your rifled Dreſs ler me in order 
And theſe dithevel'd Locks that hide your Face. 
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BERENICE. 
_ Forbear Phenjcia, let it all alone: 
No, he ſhall {ce the Triumph he has won; 
How vain theſe fooliſh Ornaments muſt prove, 


if apicher Faigh, nor Tears, nor Means can move ! 


Sr Anvrovenrs ant 00 
Oh, my n Oh, my Fears 


Who's 
ANTIOCHUS. 
Arſaces, Berenice in Tears! 
_.,BERENICE. 
Antiochus ! Phenicia, let's away; 
To let him ſee my Torments I'll not ſtay. 
 4ANTIOCHUS. 
Now whither's all my Reſolution gone ? 
Ar/aces, who could fſee't and be * own | 
I faid I'd never ſee der Face agpin 
Barke wer ran 


But come and find my 
Secing her Sufferinge, all her 
And Joſe at once my V 
Wretched Antiochus / with how much Care 
And Labour my own Miſchiefs I prepare 
How poorly all my Injuries have borne! 
Hopeleſs, undone, and to myſelf a Scorn. 
Leave me alone unhappy as I am; 

I would not he Mi of my Shame. 


- Enter T. Vesravian attended. 
T.YVESPASIAN. 
"Twas cruel not to fee her: Oh my Heart! 
And now. I go to ſee her, but to part. 
Rutilius fly, and ſooth the Queen's Deſpair, 
HA Prepare. 
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What have you dome, Sir? Berenice will die ; | 3 


I ſaw her hence with Hair diſhevel d fly. 
'Tis only you her Fury can ſurceaſe ; 


Whene'er you're nam'd, ſhe's inſtantly at peace. K 


Her Eyes ſtill bent to your Apartment were, 

And ev'ry Moment ſeem d to wiſh you near. 
T. FVESPASTAN. 

| Antiochus, aſſiſt me what to do:; 

I'm not prepar'd for the ſad Interview : 

have not yet conſulted well my Heart, 

And doubt it is not ſtrong enough to part. 

Since firſt I took poſſeſſion of the Throne, 

What is it for my Honour | have done ? 

My Love and Folly only I've diſclos'd, 

And nothing but my Weakneſſes expos d. 

The Golden Days, where are they to be found, 

So much expected when this Head was crown'd ? 

Whoſe Tears have I dry'd up? or in what Face 

Can [ the Fruits of any good Act trace : 

Know I what Years Heav'n has for me decreed ? 

And of thoſe few, how few are to ſacceed ? 

And yet how many have I ſpent in waſte! g 


But now to Honour I'll make greater haſte : 
Alas ! 'tis but one Blow, and all is paſt. 


Exter BAAIN 10 freffing from RuTiLtvs and 


PAULLINUS. 


BERENICE. 

Let me alone, your Coancils all are weak ; 
See him I muſt, he's here, and I will ſpeak. 
Has Titus then forſook me ? is it true? | 
Maſt we too part ? does he command it too. 
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FT. V ESPASTAN. 
O! ſtop the Deluge, which fo 13 
This is no time t allay each others Woes : 
Enough I feel my own Aff ictions ſmart 


And need not thoſe dear Tears to damp my Heart. 


But if we neither can our Griefs command, 

Yet with ſach Honour let em be ſuſtain'd, 

As the whole World to hear it told ſhall ſmart; 

For, deareſt Berenice, we moſt part. | 

And now I would not a Diſpute maintain, 

Whether I lov'd, but whether I muſt reign. 
BERENICE. 

Reign (Cruel) then, and fatisfy your Pride, 

And for your Cruelties be deiſy d. 

Ill ne'er diſpute it farther. I but ſtay d 

Till Titus, who ſo many Vows had made 

Of ſuch a Love as nothing could impair, 

Should come himſelf and tell how falſe they were. 

Now I believe't, enough I've heard you tell, 

And | am gone eternally farewel, 


5 Eternally —— Ah, Sir, conſider now 


How harſh that Word is, and how dreadful too. 
Conſider oh! the Miſeries they bear, 

That are for ever robb'd of all that's dear; 
From this ſad Moment never more to mect: 

Is it for Day to dawn, and Day to ſet, 

In which I muſt not find my Hopes flill young, 
Nor yet once ſee my Titus all Day long ? 


Heav'ns ! how I wildly rave to loſe my Pais 


On him ungrateful, that my Tears diſdains ! 
Of all thoſe Days of Abſence I ſhall count 
With him, the Number will to nothing mount. 
T. YESPASIAN. 
Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no need 
To count the Days that ſhall your Loſs ſucceed : 


I hope 
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1 hope ere long that you "will hear from Fame, 
How very wretched and how juſt I am. 
My Heart bleeds now, I feel the Drops run down ; 
Nor can je bo-tonpdylagratienrypiiNis ends 
| BERENICE. 

Ah why, Sir, muſt we part, if this be true ? 
My Claims to Marriage Pll vo more renew. 
Will Rome accept of nothing but my Death? 
Or why d'ye envy me the Air I breathe ? 

. VESP ASIAN. 

Madam, you are too pow'rful ev'ry way: 

Shall I withſtand it? no, for ever lay. 

Then I from Bliſs muſt always be debart'd, 

And on my Heart for ever keep «a Guard: _ 

With Fears thro* all my Courſe of Glory move, 

Leſt ere aware I loſe myſelf, and Love. 

Ev'n now my Heart is from my Boſom flray'd, 

And all its Swellings on a ſudden laid, 

Bent thus to you by all Love's ſofteſt Pow'rs, 

And only this remembers, that *tis yours. 
BERENICE. 

O Titus, whilſt this charming Tale you tell, 
D'ye fee the Romans ready to rebel ? 

. VESPASITAN. 

How they will look on the Aﬀront, who knows, 
If once they murmur and then fall to Blows ? 
Muſt I in Battel juſtify my Cauſe ? 

Or if they ſhould ſubmit and ſet their Laws, 
How muſt I be expos'd another Day! 

And for their Paticnce too how largely pay ! 
With Grievances and wild Demands ſtill curſt, 
e 
BERENICE. 

How muck you are an Emperor now I find, 
in your unſteddy anxious Mind. 


You 
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| You weigh your People's Rights 19 your own Fears, 
But never value Berenices Tears. 
T. Seis A. 
Not value em Why are you fo unjuſt? 
Now, by the Honour of my Father's Duſt, 
By Heav'n and all the Gods that govern there, 
If any-thing; to me be half fo dea; 
May I be as a Slave, depos'd and ſerve, | } 


Or elſe ſorlorn in ſome wild Deſart ſtarve, 
Till I'm as wretched as my Ills deſerve. 
BERENICE. 
Laws you may change ; why will you for their fake 
Into your Breaſt eternal Sorrows take? c 
Rome has her Privileges ; have not you 
Your Intereſts, your Rights 6s facen too? 


Say, ſpeak. 
IT VESPASIAN. 
Alas! how do you rend my Breait ! 
I know indeed I never can have Reſt; 
And yet the Laws of Rome I cauuot change. 
Do, break my Heart and take your fu!l Revenge. 
| BERENICE. 
How weak a Guard does now your Henour keep 
You are an Emperor, and yet you weep ! 
T.Y ESPASIAN. 
I zrant it. I am ſenſihle I do, 
1 weep, alas! I ſigh and tremble too. 
For when to Empire firſt I did attain, 
Rome made me ſwear I would her Rights maintain. 
I did, and muſt perform what 1 then vow'd; 
Others before me to the Yoke have bow'd : 
And *tis their Honour: yet in leaving you, 
All their auſtereft Laws I ſhall out - do: | 
And an Example leave ſo brave and great, 
As none ſhall ever after imitatc. | 


BERE- 
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1M Barbarity there's F +44 441 

©. To your Bacbariry — 

Long fince my Fears your Falſhood had diſplay'd : 

Nor would I at your Suit have ay d. 

Would 1 the baſe Indignities have 
Of a rude People, public Hate and Scorn ? 

No, to this Breach I would have ſpurr d you on, 

And I am pleas'd it is already done. | 

No longer ſhall the fear of me prevail ; 

Alas ! you muſt not think to hear me rail, 

Or Heav'n invoke, its Vengeance to prepare ; 

No, for if Heav'n vouchſaſe to hear my Pray'r, 

I beg no Memory may there remain, 

Of either your Injuſtice, or my Pain. LA.. 

But the 94 Berenice, before ſhe dies, | 

Is ſure to have Revenge, if you have Eyes. 

Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far, 

No further than that Heart, I have it there. 


r 
Within yourſelf ſhall riſe your ull't Foez 
My paſt Integrities, m Torments now, 
Which Wa aa ar'd Man, have bred. 
My Blood, which in your Palace I hall ſhed, 
Sufficient Terrors to your Soul ſhall give, 
And tis to them that my Revenge I'll leave, IE. 
.  PAULINUS 
Thus, Sir, at leaſt the Conquelt you. have won, 
The Queen you ſee's contented to be gone. 
nr ood int 
Curſe on thy Reman Rudeneſa, that canſt ſee 
Such Tears — and mock ſuch Miſery ! 
Oh ! I am loft, and 'tis in vain to flrive;z-. 
If Berenice dies, I cannot live. | 
Vor. I. * "I Fly 
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Fly and prevent that Fate to which ſhe's gone. 
Bid her but hve, tell her the World's her own. { Ex. Rut. 
1 PAULINUS. 
Sir, if I might adviſe, you ſhould not ſend, 
Rather command her Women to attend; 
They better can her Melancholy cheer ; 
The worſt is paſt, and now tis mean to fear. 
I faw your melting Pity when ſhe wept, 
And my rough Heart but very hardly ſcap'd. 
Yet look a little farther, and you'll find | 
That, ſpite of all, your Fortune yet is kind. 
What Triumphs the whole World prepares, you'll ſee, 
And then hereafter think how great you'll be. 
. YVESPASIAFN. 
Who for Barbarity would be ador'd ? 
J hate myſelf. Nero ſo much abhorr'd, 
That bloody Tyrant, whom TI bluſh to name, 
Was never half ſo cruel as I am. . 
No, I'll purſue the Queen, ſhe loves me till, 
Will pardon me when at her Feet I kneel : | 
Let's go, and let proud Rome ſay what it will. 
PAULINUS. 
How, Sir ? 


T. FYESP ASIAN. | 
By Heavw'n I know not what I fay : 

Exceſs of Sorrow drives my Mind aſtray. 

PAULINUS. 

O follow where your fall Renown does lead, 
_ Your laſt Adieus Report abroad has ſpread. 
| Rome that did mourn, does now new Triumphs frame, 
The Temples fame with Offerings to your Name : | 
The People wild in the A e you've won, 


With Laurel Wreaths to crown your Statues run. 
7. 18. 
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T. YESPASIAN. | 
By that their ſavage Natures they betray ; 
For ſo wild Beaſts roar o'er their murder d ; 
Who would have Senſe the Sweets of Pow'r to prize® 
Since moſt in danger, when we higheſt riſe: 
For who by Greatneſs e'er did happy grow ? 
None but the heavy Slave: is truly fo, 
Who travels all his Life in one dull Road, 
And, drudging on, in quiet loves his Load ; 
ing no farther than the Needs of Life, 
Knows what's his own, and fo exempt from Strife, 
And cheriſhes his homely careful Wiſe, 
Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing higher ; 
Has all, becauſe he cannot much defire. 
Had I been born fo low, I had been bleſt: 
Of what I love, without control, poſſeſt : 
Never had Honour or Ambition. known, 
Nor ever to be Great had been undone. [Shouts wwithin. 
P AULINUS. 
The Tribunes, Sin, and Senate with their State, 
' I'th' Name of all the Empire for you wait; 
They're follow'd too by an impatient Throng, 
Who ſeem to murmur you delay fo long. 
. VESPASIAN. 
Toil me no more, diſperſe that clamorous Rout ; 
Tell 'em, they ſhall no more have cauſe to doubt: 
| The Queen's Departure they'll to-morrow fee, 
And me as wretched as they'd have me be. 
Take this, Paz/inzs, bear it to the Queen; 


[Writes on a T able. 
For ſhould we meet, | muſt cclagls again ; 
I've bid her here eternally adieu: 
Stay while ſhe reads it, and her Troubles view, | 


And bring me faithful Word, as thou art true. 
Wo M 2 Hold! 
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Hold ! Oh my Heart ! yet go it muſt be done, 
For what's Neceſſity we cannot ſhun. 

Would I had never known what tis to live, 

Or a new Being to myſelf could give ; 

Some monſtrous and unheard-of Shape now find, 
As ſavage, and as barbarous as my — 
Antiochus ! 


Enter Ax riocuuvs, Atlendants, enn 


| ANTIOCHUS. 
My laſt Adicu to pay 
I come, and dare in Rome no longer ſtax. 
My Griefs and my Affliftions grow ſo high, 
If not by Abſence flacken'd I muſt die. 
T.FYESPASIAN. © 

What Reaſon have the Happy to repine ? 
Now Berenice for ever will be thine. 
With all her Charms receive her to thy Breaſt, 
And be of all I ever lov'd poſſeſt. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

It is beneath you, Sir, to mock my Pain: 
I ever kneel to Berenice again 
No, ſhould I ſtay to ſee you when you part, 
Tho' I am ſure the Sight would break my Heart, 
Yet ſhe, as ſtill my Pray'rs have been deny d, 
Tho' I but begg'd one Bleſſing ere I dy'd, | 
Ev'n then with Scorn'would throw me from her ſide. 

. VESPASIAN. 
Oh Heav'n ! ſhe's entring, from her Charms let's fly : 


Meet, and prevent her [Ex. T. Veſpa. 
| Eater Ben enice, Oc. 


 BERENICE. 
How he haſtes away 


I Deareſt perjur'd Titus, ſta | _ nee: b. 
Ingratefs per) __— . : 
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Afflictions catch him, great as thoſe I bear, 

My Lord, at laſt I have receiv'd my Doom: 

Tis feal'd; But ere I part from you and Rue, 

I ask, and I your Pardon would receive, 

Can you the Wrongs which 1 have done forgive? 
ANTIOCHUS. 

I never any Injurics did find: 

No, Berenice has always been too kind. 

With one ſoft Word, how ſuddenly I'm loi, 

And have no Senſe of my Diſgraces pait! 

But muſt I then for ever loſe you ſo 

I am no Romans, nor was e er your Foe. 

No, rather here continue, and be Great, 

Whilſt I le ever hopeleſs at your Feet, 
BERENICE. 

Should I ftay here, and my Wrongs tamely bear 
For him that ſhuns, and flies me ev'ry where? 
I have a nobler Mind, and you ſhall ſce 
1 can diſdain and ſeorn as much as he; 

For tho” tis true, I never can be yours; 
Both Rome and him my Heart this Hour abjure:. 
ANTIOCHUS, 

To baniſh him your Heart whilſt you prepare, 
What will you do with all the Love that's there ? 
There's no one Mortal can deſerve it all, 

And ſure a little to my ſhare mipht fall. 
| BERENICE, 

Oh of that kiſling Sobject talk no more:; 
1 would have lov'd you, if I cou'd before. 
Love for another ſtruck me with his Dart, 
And 'tis not in my power to force my Heart. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

When firſt my Paſſion was diſdain d for him, 

You keep me yet alive with your Eſfteem- _ 


M ; | And 
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But now at laſt his Breach of Faith you ſee, 

And bear it nobly too: How can you be 

T” yourſelf fo juſt, and yet ſo hard to me ? 
BERENICE. 

What cruel Storms and fierce Aſſaults you make, 

To batter down a Heart you cannot take, 

Till you have breke it. Will you not give o'er? 

No, rather let me go, and hear no more. 
ANTIOCHUS. © 

O ſtay, ſince of the Vict' ry you're ſecure ; 


Pity the Pains and Anguiſh I endure, 

In Wounds, which you and none but you can cure. 

Look back, whilſt at your Feet myſelf I caſt, 

And think the Sigh that's coming is my laſt. 

My Heart its ſad eternal Farewel takes ; 

Be but ſo kind to ſee me when it breaks. 
BERENICE. 

Riſe, riſe, my Lord. The Emperor's return'd, 
Conduct me hence, let me no more be ſcorn'd, 


Tuer T. VIS TAS IAN. 


. VESPASIAN. 
Now am I loſt ! reſolve on what I will, 


Spite of myſelf I wander this way flilL 

Why would you, Berenice, my Preſence ſhun ? 
BERENICE. 

No! I'll hear nothing, I've reſolv'd on flight, 
And will be gone. Why come you in my fight ? 
Why come you thus t'exaſperate my Deſpair ? 
Are you not yet content? | know you are. 

'T.VESPASIAN. 

If ever yet my Heart was dear to yours, 
By all our plighted vows, thoſe ſofteſt Hours, 
Is with for over bs bd act ſwore, 
beg that you'd afford me yet one more. 

I 
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BERENICE. 
I till to-morrow had your Leave to ſlay: 
But my Reſolves are to be gone to-day ; 
And 1 


7. FESPASIAN. 
No Journey muſt you take. 
Would you poor Titzs in his Griefs ſorſake ? 
No! Stay L 
BERENICE. 
I flay! Ungrateful as you are; 
For what! a People's rude Aﬀronts to bear ; 
That with the Sound of my Misfortunes rend 
The Clouds, and Shouts to Heav'n in Volleys ſend “ 
Does not their cruel Joy yet reach your Ears, 
Whilſt I alone torment myſelf in Tears? 
By what Offence or Crime are they thus mov'd ! ' 
Alas | what have I done, but too much lov'd : 
TFT. FBSPASIAN. 
D'you mind the Vaico of on qonngions Throng: 
1 ever thought your Coaltancy more 
Never believ'd your Heart ſo weak could 
Whoſe powerful Charms had capthrated me. 
BERENICE. 
All that I fce Diſtraction does create: 
Theſe rich Apartments, and this pompous State, 
Theſe Places where I ſpent my bappicſt Hours, 
And plighted all my Vows, falſe Man, to yours; 
All, as moſt vile Impoſtors, I deteſt, 
How ſtrangely, Tims, might we have been bleſt! 
. VESPASIAN. 
| This Art to torture Souls where did you learn? 
Or was it in your Nature with you born ? 
Oh Berenice how you deſtroy me! _ 


Laue. bring a Chair. 
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Return, and to your famous Senate go, 
That for your Cruelties applaud you fo. 
Have you not Honour to your full Delight? 
Have you not promis'd to forget me quite ? 
What more in Expiation can you do ? 
Have you not ever ſworn to hate me too? 
T.VYESPASIAN. 
Can you do any thing to make me hate ? 
Or can I ever Berenice forget? a 
This hard Suſpicion was unjuſtly urg'd 


*Gainſt a poor Heart, too much before Wan 


Oh, Madam! know me better, and recal 
The Wrong, ines firſt I at your Feet did fall: 
Count all the fingle Days and Minutes paſt, 
Wherein my Vows and my Deſires I preſt, 
And at this time your greateſt Conqueſt know : 
For you were never ſo belov'd as 5 

Nor ever 


BERENICE. 

Still your Love you'd have me own, 
Vet you yourſelf command me to be gone. 
I; my Deſpair ſo charming to your View ? 
D'you think the Tears I ſhed are all too few ? 
Of ſuch a Heart a vain Return you make; 
No, never call thoſe dear Ideas back; 

But ſuffer me in this Belief to reſt, 

That ſecretly long fince exil'd your Breaſt: 

J only from a faithleſs Wretch de 

And one that never lays the Loſs to Heart. 
If you had lov'd me, this had ne'er been ſent : 
Here you ve „n me to Baniſhment, 


[Opens rhe Tablet 
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What wond'rous Love you bear me this doth ſhow: 
Read, read, Ungrateful, read, and let me go. 
[Gives bim the Tals. 
. FAS ASIAS. . 
You ſhall not go, I have not given Conſent, 
Nor will I ever to your Baniſhment : 
Your cruel Refolation I deſcry, _ 
To be reveng'd of me you eek to die. 
And then of all I love, except the Pain, 
| Novght but the ſad Remembrance will remaia. 
Antiochus ! be thou a Witneſs here [Ber. A in a Chair. 
Of all my Miſery and my Deſpair. _ 
..ANTIOCHDUS. 
Deſpair's a Theme I only underſtand : 
You, if you will, your Wiſhes may command. 
Such Beauty ready for Poſſe fion fee, 
And leave that ugly Hag, Deſpair, to me. 
T.FESPASIAN. 

Behold thoſe Eyes, how dull and dark they grow ! 
Madam, when at your Feet I fall thus low, [Are 
Vouchſaſe my ſad Afflictions to believe, | 
Alas ! *tis all the Eaſe I'm like to have. 

When firſt the dreadful Minute I beheld, 

That by my Duty and the Laws compell'd, 
I found, it forc'd that you muſt hence depart, 
Tho' nothing e er can baniſh you my Heart: 
"Twas then my Soul had frft a Scuſe = Fears, 
Foreſceing your Reproaches and your Tears, 

I then expected, Madam, all the weight 

Of Woes that can on worſe Misſortunes light. 
But whatſoever Fears oppreſe d my Heart, 
find I but torefaw the leſſer part. 

I thought my Virtue not ſo apt to bow; 

And am aſham'd "tis thus entangled now. 


M 5  BERE- 
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| BERENICE. 

Let me alone, and vex my Soul no more; 
ou of your Views wik'd enough beſbes: 
Urge it not ſtill to my Shame. 
When crown'd with Conqueſt bs the Wars you came, 
I know you brought me but to fill your State ; 

For elle the Triumph had not been compleat. 

7. VESPASIAN. 

Since you have then reſolv'd, it ſhall be fo; 

And judge by this if you're belov'd or no. 

No longer Torments on my Soul ſhall prey, 

Since I to Freedom ſee fo brave a way: 
A Way by more than one great Reman ſhown, 
Who when their Miſeries had preſt em down, 
Propt from within, ſhook off with Life the Wei 


he, 
[Offers to fab him: 


And thus fell nobly grapling with their Fate. 
BERENICE. 
Oh ſtay! to wrong me more what way d'ye take ? 
Would Titus die for Berenice's ſake ? 
I fee the Blow you cruelly prepare 
To wound that Breaft, where I you ſay, have ſhare. 
To hurt what's mine would be unjuſtly done; 
No, rather ſtrike this Heart that's all your own. 
T. FVESPASTAN. 
Beſt of thy Sex! and deareſt \ now I ſee 
How poor is Empire when compar'd to thee. 
Hence, ye perplexing Cares that clog a Brain, 
— Whilſt firuck with Ecſtaſy, I here fall down. 
Thus at your Feet a happy Proſtrate laid, [Kneds. 
I'm much more bleſt than if the World I fway'd. 
BB E&RENICE. 
Now the bleſt Berenice enough has ſeen : 
I thought your Love had quite extinguiſh'd been: 


ut 
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But 'twas my Error ; for you ftill are true, 
Your Heart is troubled, and your Tears I view. 
Ev'n my worſt Suffering much o'er-paid I ſee, 
Nor ſhall the unhappy World be curſt for me. 
Nothing, fince firſt twas yours, my Love would ſhake, 
So abſolute a Conqueſt did you make: | 
Rut now I'll bring it to the utmoſt Teft, 
And with one funeral Act crown all the reft. 
./ 
Hah! tell me, Berenice, what will you do ? 
| BERENICE. 
Far from your Sight and Rome for ever go: 
I have reſolv'd on't, and it ſhall be fo. | 
| T. VESPASIAN. | 
| Antioch: ! I'm born to be undone, 
When I the greateſt veſt thought t'have won, | 
_ Ev'n in my nobleſt Race I am out- run. 
But thou wert always gen'rous, always kind : 9 
Your enlarg d Kingdom ſhall to her's be join d. 
And now how much you are my faithful Friend, 
In being fo to her, you'll beſt expreſs 


[ Falling on bis Neck. 
Never forſake her in her ſad Diſtreſs, 
Where-c'er ſhe goes, for ever with her be; 
And ſometimes in my Abſence figh for me. 
 ANTIOCHUS. 

Arſaces ! on thy Boſom let me lie, 

Whilſt I but take one laſt dear Look, and die. 
| B ERENICE. 

No, live, and by a generous Strife out-do 
Us both, and of yourſelf be Conqu'ror too. 
Farewel. 
Let us all three a rare Example prove, 
Of a moſt tender tho' unhappy Love. 
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Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire I reſtore; _ 
Farewel, and reign, I'll never ſee you more, [Ex. Ber. 
 .ANTIOCHUS. „ 
Oh Heav'n! 
F. FESPASIAN. b 

She's gone, and all I valu'd loſt; 
Now, Friend, let Res of her greae Emp'rar boat. 
Since they themſelves firſt taught me Cruelty, 
I'll try how much a Tyrant I can be. 
Henceforth all Thoughts of Pity I'll diſown, 
And with my Arms the Univerſe o'er-run. 
Robb'd of my Love, thro' Ruins purchaſe Fame, 


And make the World 3 
[Excunt eme 
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CHEATs of SCAPIN. 


Feen I. : SQ E N E 1. 
Enter Octavian and sun. | | 


. OCTAFTIAN. CT 
e HIS is unhappy News ; I did not my 
2 Father in two n he is 
a | 


return'd already. 


SHIFT. 
Tis but too true, | 
OCT AFIAN. 

That he arriv'd this Morning ? 
SHIFT... 


This very 
OCTAFVIAN. 
And that he is come with a Reſolution to marry me. | | 
en a 
Ves, Sir, to marry you. 


0074 
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| Jr OCT AY TAN. © 
Im ruin'd and andone ; pr'ythee adviſe me. 


SHIFT. 
Adviſe you? 
CTAYVIAN. 

Yes, adviſe me. TYine ave as Tally, 2s If thou really 
couldſt do me no good. Speak: - Sm taught 
thee no Wit ? Haſt thou no Shift? 

SHIFT. 
Lord, Sir, I am at preſent very buſy in contriving ſome 
Trick to fave myſelf; I am firſt prudegt, and then good- 


natur d. 
1 rA 
. Hob vill my Father rage and ftorm, oi hs bs 
derſtands what 2 his Abſence ? 1 
dread his Anger and Reproaches. 
SHIFT. 

s ! Wou'd I could be quit of him fo eafily ; 
 methinks I feel him already on my Shoulders. 

 OCTAFIAN. 

Diſinheriting is the leaſt I can expeR? 

SHIFT. 

You ſhould have enge of this before, and not 
have fall'n in love with I know not whom, one that you 
met by chance in the Dowey-Coach : She is indeed a good 
ſmug Laſs, but God knows what ſhe is beſides ; perhaps 


fome 


OCTAYIAN. 
Villain. mw 
SHIFT. 
I have done, Sir, I have done. 
OCT AFIAN. 


I have no Friend that can appeaſe my Father's Anger, 
— 


SHIFT. 
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SHIFT. 
For my part I know but one Remedy in our MiC- 


OCTAYIAN. 


Prythee, what is it ? 
SHIFT. 


You know that 10 
1 
Well: what of him? 


SHIFT. 

There is not a more ſubtle Fellow breathing ; fo cun- 
ning, he can cheat one newly cheated; "tis ſuch a 
wheedling Rogue, I'd undertake in two Hours he hall 
———— K 

your neceſſary Debauches: I faw him —— of 
make un cee, Lawyer tary c ad Pro- 
jeQor. 


oc AN 
He is the fitteſt Perſon in the World for my Bufineß 


n SeaTim 


CAPIN. 
Worthy Sir! 
1 SHIFT. 
I have been giving my Maſter a brief account of thy 
moſt noble Qualities : I told him thou wert-as valiant 


as a ridden, Cuckold, wade we: ay 60 
in Want. 


* | c IN. 
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SCAPIN. 

"Alas, Sir, I but copy you: Tis you are brave; you 
ſcorn the Gibbets, Halters and Priſons which threaten 
you, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberies. 

OCTAYFIAN. at 
Oh Scapin / I am utterly ruin d without thy Aſſiſtance. 
r 
Why, what's the matter, good Mr. Odavian. 
OCTAYIAN. 
My Father is this Day arriv'd at Dover with old Mr. 
bays 4 with a Reſolution to marry me. 
" SCAHPIN, 
Very well 
_OCTAPIAN. 

Thou knoweſt I am already marry'd: How will my 
dene ny Dibbedience 7 1 un for ever lod, un- 
leſs thou canit find ſome means to reconcile 2 

SCAPTIN. | 

Does your Father know of your Marriage ? 

gere. ang 

"I us afraid be is by this time acquaiared with it, 

SCAPIN. 

No matter, no matter, all ſhalt be well; | am public- 
ſpirited: I love to help diſtreſſed young Gentlemen; 
and thank Heaven I have had good Succeſs enough. 

OCTAYIAN. 

Beſides, my preſent Want muſt be conſider d; I am 
in Rebellion without any Money. 

SCAPIN. "On 

I have Tricks and Shifts too to get that: I can cheat 
apon Occafion ; but Cheating is now grown an ill 
Trade; yet Heaven be thank'd, there were never more 
Collies and Fools; but the great Rooks and Cheats 
allow'd by public Authority ruin ſuch little Under-traders 
as I am, 
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OCTAFIAN. 

Well, get thee firait about the Buſineſs: Canſt thou 

make no uſe of my Rogue here? 

Yes, I ſhall want his Aſiſtance ; the Knave has cun- 
ning. and may be uſeſul. 

SHIFT. | 

Ay, Sir; but like other wiſe Men, I am not over- 


valiant: Pray leave me out of this Buſineſs : My Fears 


will betray you ; you ſhall execute, I'll fit at home and 


SCAPIN. 


Zr, Clan Ae 


oy ee OCTAYIAN. 
Here comes my deareſt Clars. 
CLIARG. 


Ah me, Ofavian / I hear ſad News : Twi 
nn. | * 
| .O0CTA FI1AN. 


Alas! a Lee bee unforrnate Pero 


Sign it is the chiefeſt Good ; But I have 
4 Will you be ever conſtant? Shall not your 


Father's Severity contri you 1 be falſe? _ 
00. 


| 
| 
bi 
| 


a> Dae ox 


CS 


: 
®; 
7 
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„ 
Never, my Deareſt, never. 
CLAR A. 
They that love much may be allow'd ſome Fears. 
SCAPIN, 

Come, come; we have now no time to hear you 
ſpeak fine tender things to one another : * 
pare to encounter with your Father. 

CL ARA. 

I tremble at the Thoughts of it. 

SCAPIN. 

You muſt appear reſolute at firſt: Tell him you 
can live without troubling him; threaten him to turn 
Soldier; or, what will frighten him worſe, fay, you'll 
turn Poet. * 


—— 
OCTAV IAN. 


What would I give twere over ? 
. 8$CAIPUYNKN.? 

Let us a little — Suppoſe 
me your Father, very grave, and very angry. 
oO AAN. 

Well. 


e SCAPIN. 
„ eds Cane ee 
his Country Acquaintance ; a little more furlily : —— 
Very well : No I come full of my Fatherly Au- 
thorit —— 
0 thou makeſt me weep to ſee thee ; but alas! 
_ they are not Tears of Joy, but Tears of Sorrow. Did 
ever ſo good a Father beget ſo leud a Son ? Nay, but for 
that I think thy Mother virtuous, I ſhould 
thou art not mine; Newgeare-Bird, „Villain, what 
a Trick haſt thou play'd me in my Abſence? Marry'd ? 
Ves: But to whom? Nay that thou knoweft not. III war 
rant 
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rant you ſome Waiting-Weman corrupted in a civil 
Family, ard reduc'd to one of the Play. houſes, remov'd 


No Offence, Lady, I fpeak — Words. 
Thou abominable Raſcal, thou ſhalt not have a Groat, 
not a Groat. Befides, I will break all thy Bones ten times 
over ; get thee out of my Houſe——-—-Why, Sir, you 
reply not a Word, but ſtand as baſhfully as a Girl that 
is examin'd by a Bandy Judge about a Rape. 

OCTAY TAN. 
Look, yonder comes my Father. 
Stay, Shift, and 9 let me alone 
tay, A, two : me to 
. , OR. and Clara. 


An 


THRIFTY. 
| Was there ever fuck 8 wt Aion? 
SCAPIN. 
He has been inform'd of the Buſineſs, and is now & 
full of it that he vents it to himſelf. | 
THRIFYY: 
I would fain hear what they can fay for themſelves 
: SCAPIN. 


We are not [41 a Diftance. 
„ ire. | 
Will they be ſo impudent to deny the Thing! 
SCAPIN. 
We never intend it. 


ke 4 4 144 TN 
Or will they endeavour to excuſe it ? 


SC 4- 


o 
— — = PPP A r ˙ m ² ! 1X1... . Sees 
* 7 
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SCAPIN. 
A may do. 
THRIFTT. 
But all ſhall be in vain. | 
SCAPTHN. 
We'll try that. 
| A 
I know how to lay that Rogue my Son faſt 
SCAPIN. 
That we muſt prevent. 
THRIFTY. 
And for the Tatterdemallion $4ift, I'll thraſh him to 
Death; I will be three Years a cudgelling him. 
6 
Loader d he had forgot me ſo long. 


THRIFTY. | 
Oh, oh! Yonder the Raſcal is, that brave Governor! 


| he tutor'd my Son finely, 


SCAPIN. 
Sir, I am overjoy'd ar your ſafe Return. 
THRIFTY. 
Good-morrow, Scasin Indeed you have follow'd my 


Inſtructions very exactly, my Son has behaved himſelf 


very prudently in my Abſence, has he not, Raſcal, ha 
he not. | [To Shift. 
SCAPIN. 
I hope you are very well. 
THRIFTY. 
Very well thou ay not a Word Varlet, thou 
fay'ſt not a Word. 


SCAPIN. 
Had you a good Voyage, Mr. Thrifty ? 
I. 5 
Lord, Sir! a very good Voyage; pray give a Man a 


804 


little leave to vent his Choler. 
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SCAPIN. 
Would you be in Choler, Sir. 
THRIFTY. 
Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler. 
SCAPIN. 
Pray with whom ? 
[CHKLI SE 
With that confounded Rogue there. 
S CAI. 
Upon what Reaſon ? 
| THRIFTY. 
Upon what Revlon? OY Was 266, hou. what hack 
happen'd in my Abſence ? 
I heard a little idle Story. 
THRIFTY. 
A little idle Story, quoth-a ! why Man, my Son's un- 
donc, my Son's undone. 
SCAPIN, | 
Come, come, Things have not been well carry'd ; 
but I would adviſe you to make no more of it. 
THRIFTY. Yeu 
I'm not of your Opinion, I'll make the whole Town 


ring of it. 
SCAPIN. 1 
Lord, Sir, I have ſtorm'd about this Buſineſ as much as 
you can do for your Heart, but what are we both the 
better? I told him, indeed, Mr. Ofavian, you do not 
do well to wrong ſo good a Father : I preached him three 
or four times aſleep, but all would not do; till at lat, 
when I had well examined the Buſineſs, I found you had 
not ſo much Wrong done you as you imagine. 
TFHRIFTTI. 
How, not Wreng done me, to have my Son marry'd 
without my Conſent to a Beggar! | 


$ C 4- 
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SCAPIN. 
Alas, he was ordain'd to it. 
THRIFTY. 
That's fine indeed; we ſhall fteal, cheat, murder, an 
ſo be hang d, then ſay we were ordain'd to it. 
SCAPIN. 
Truly, L did not think you fo ſubtle a Philoſopher; 
I mean, he was fatally engag d in this Affair. 
. 
Why did he engage himſelf ? 
SCA PIX. 
very true indeed, very true; but fy upon you now, 
would you have him as wiſe as yourſelf? Young Men will 
have their Follies, witneſs my Charge, Leander; who | 
has gone and thrown away himſelf at a ftranger rate than 
your Son. I would fain know if you were not once 
young yourſelf; yes, I warrant you, and had your 


Frailties. 

| THRIFTY. 
Yes, but they never coſt me any thing; a Man may 
be as frail and as wicked as he pleaſe, if it coft him no- 


thing, 

SCAPIN. | 
Alas, he was ſo in love with the young Wench, that 
if he had not had ber, he muſt have certainly hang d 


himſelf, | 
SHIFT. 


Muſt ! why, he had already done it, but that I came 
very ſeaſonably and cut the Rope. 
 THRIFTY. 
Didſt thou cut the Rope, Dog? I'll murder thee for 
that ; thou ſhoul dſt have let him hang. 
SCAPIN. 
Beſides, her Kindred ſurpriz'd him with her, and forc'd 


him to marry her. 
THRIFTY. 
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Then would he hare eofendy gone, and protfll 
gone, 
againſt che Violence at a Notary's. 
 __SG0CAFPIN. 
O Lord, Sir, he ſcorn d that. 
THRIFTY.. 
Then might I eaſily have diſannull'd the Marriage. 
SCAPIN. 
Diſannul the inge? 
THRIFTY. 
Yes. 
SCAPIN. 
You ſhall not break the Marriage. 
| THRIFTY. 
Shall not I break it ? 
| CAPI. 
No. 
THRIFTY. 


What, ſhall not I claim the Privilege of a Father, and 
hare Saulen for ts m 
SCAPIN. 

'Tis a thing he will never conſent to. 

| THRIFTY. 
He will not conſent to! 

| SCAPIN. 
= en 
into any thing ? that is to declare himſelf a 
Oh fy, Sir, one that has the Honour of 
Son, can never do ſuch a thing. 


THRIFTY. 
Piſh, talk not to me of Honour be ſhall do it or be 
© difinherited. 
SCAPIN. 


Who ſhall difinherit him ? 
THRIFTY. 


That will I, Sir. 


— — — . —w[ . ————«—V‚ a 
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""B#$CAIPFTH. 
You diſinherit him ! very good. 
HRT. 
How very good ? © 
SCAPIN. 
You ſhall not diſinherit him. 
THRIFTY. 
* not I diſinherit him. 
SC API. 
No. 
THRIFTY. 
No! P 
SCAPIN. 
No. 
THRIFTY. | | 
Sir, you are very merry; 1 hall not difinherit my Son? 
SCAPIN, 
No, I tell you. | 
THRIFTY. 
Pray who ſhall hinder me? 
SCAPTN. 
Alas, Sir, your own ſelf, Sir; your own elf. 
THRIFTY. 
I myſelf? 
SCAPIN. 


New Sir, for you can never have the Heart to do it. 


THRIFTY. 


Von ſhall find 1 can, Sir. 


SCAPIN. 
Come, you deceive yourſelf; Fatherly Affection mu 


ſhow itſelf, it muſt, it muſt ; do not I know you were eve 
tender-hearted ? 0 


THRIFTY. 
You're miſtaken, Sir ; you're miſtaken 8 why 


do I ſpend my time in Tittle- tattle with this idle Fellow 
—Harg 


—_—_ — 


— . ws a 
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-Hang-dog, go find out my Rake - Hell 
[10 SN.] wh 1 go 9 ee oe h 
him of my Misſortune. 


SCAPIN. | 
In the mean time, if I can do you Any Service 
SITS 
O! I Gant you, Ul, 1 a yaw [Exit Thrifty, 
STOLL 77 4 7P 

1 muſt confeſs, thou art a brave Fellow, and our 
Affairs begin to be in a better Poſture—— but the Money, 
the Money ——we are abominable poor, and my Mailer 
has the lean vigilant Duns that torment him more than an 
old Mother does a poor” Onan, when ſhe follicis s 
Maintenance for her diſcarded 

SCAPIN. 

Your Money thall be my u C- me fon, 
want a Fellow to Canſt thou not counterfeit a 
roaring Bully of Al/atia F —Stalk—look big very 
well. Follow me, I have Ways to diſguiſe thy Voice and 
Countenance. 

SHIFT. 


| Pray take a lictle Care and lay your Plot fo that 1 
may not act the Bully always; I would not be beaten 


lke a Bully. 
war te Drs, ha te Dug 
we 
| 1 
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CCT RR-SOCAaHN ET 1 


Eater Tunar TY GA. 


GRIPE, 


IR, what you tell me concerning your Son, hath 
bers fruſtrated our Deſigns. 225 
THRIFTY 

Sir, trouble not yourſelf about my Son; I have 
undertalcen to remove all Obſtacles, which is the Buſineſs 
— 95" 

GRIPE. 

In troth, Sir, I'll tell you what I fay to you: The 
Education of Children, K 12 
be the neareſt Concern of a Father. And you 
tator d your Son with that Care and Duty incumbent on 
res curb elighty have forfeited his. 

SHRIFTY. 

Sir, to return you a Sentence for your Sentence: Thoſe 
that are io quick-to-cenſure and condemn the Conduct of 
others, ought firſt to take care that all be well at home. 

GRIPE. 

Why, Mr. Thrifty, have you heard any thing con- 

| eerning my Son? | 
THRIFTY. 


It may be I have; and it may be worſe than of 
my own. | 


What iet I — 
; ist ? m ? | 
5 11 T Tr. 
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THRIFTYT. . 

Ev'n your own Scapin it me and you may 
it 


Friend, 


hear - 


G IPE. 

Worls than his Son! For my part I cannot imagine 
how ; for a Son to marry impudently without the Conſent 
of his Father, is as great an Offence as can be imagin'd, 
I take it: But vonder he comes. 

Exper LIAN. 
LEANDER. 

Oh my dear Father, how joyful am I to fee you 
ſaſely 1 
_ 

Not fo faſt, Friend amine; foft and fair goes fac, 
sir. You are my Son, as I take it. 
3 LEANDER. 
"What d'ye mean, Sir ? 

GRIPE. 

Stand ſlill, and let me look in thy Face. 

LEANDER. 
How muſt I ſtand, Sir? | 
GRIPE. 
Look upon me with both 


| LEANDER. 
Well, Sir, I do. 


GRIPE. 
What's the meaning of this Report! 
Report, Sir ? 


LEANDER 
Ns —_./- 
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GRIPE. 
Yes, Report, Sir? I ſpeak Enghþ, as I take it: What 
is't that you have done in my Abſence ? 
LBANDER. 
What is't, Sir, which you would have had me done ? 
GRIPE. | 
1 doingt ack; you, what I would have had you done; 
but what have you done? 
LEANDER. 
- Who I, Sir? why 1 have done nothing at all, not I, 
bir. | 
GRIPE. 
| Nothing at all 
LEANDER. 
No, Sir, 
a4 8 of rs 
| You have no la podence to ſpeak on. 
LEANDER. 
Sir, I have the Confidence that becomes a Man and my 
Innocence. 
GRIPE, 
Very well; but Scapin, d'ye mark me, young Man, 
$capin has rold me ſome Tales of your Behaviour, 
LEANDER. 
Scapin / 
GRIPE. | 
Oh have . you? that Name 4 ye bluſh, 
does it? Tis well you have ſome Grace left. 
LEANDER. 
Has he faid any thing concerning me ? 
GRIPE. 
That ſhall be examin'd anon: In the mean while get 
e f n d'ye hear, and ſtay till my Return ; but look 
dot, 


# 
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to't, if thou haſt done any thing to diſhonour me, never 
think to come within my Doors, or fee my Face more; 
bat expect to be as miſerable as thy Folly and Poverty can 
make thee, { Exit Gripe. 

LEANDER. 

Very fine: I am in à hopeful Condition: This Raſcal 
| has betray'd my Marriage, and andone me: Now there 
is no way left but to turn Outlaw, and live by Rapines 
and to ſet my Hand in, the firft ching 3 
Throat of that perfidious Pick-thank Dog that has 
ruin'd me. 

Enter OcTavian Seri. 

OCTAFIAN. 
Dear Scapin, how infiaitely am I obliged to thee for 


3 
LEANDER. 


S PIN 
Sir, you moſt humble Servant, you honour me too far, 
LEANDER 
You aQ an ill Fool's Part; but I ſhall teach you. 
SCAPIN. | 


Sir? 
OCTAFITAN. 


Hold, Leander. 
LEANDER. 


No, O2avian, I'll make him confeſs the Trae? he 
has committed ; yes, Varlet, Dog, I know the Trick you 
have play'd me: you thought perhaps no body would 
have told me. err 
Sword into your Guts. 
SSA FIN 

Oh Sir, Sir, would 'you have the Heart to do (ach a 
thing ? have done you any Injury, Sir? 

N 3 LEAN- 
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LEANDER. 

Yes, Raſcal, that you have, and I'll make you own it 

too, or I'll ſwinge it out of your already tann'd thick 

Hide. [Beats bim. 
SCAPIN. 


The Devil's in't. Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean ? — 
good Mr. Leander, pray Mr. Leander; "Squire Leander 
OCTAFIAN. _ 
- Pr'ythee be quiet; for ſhame ; enough : [nterpoſerb, 
SCAPIN. 
Well, Sir, I confeſs indeed tha 
LEANDER. 
What! ſpeak, Rogue. 
SCAPIN. 
About two Months ago you may remember, a Maid- 
ſervant dy'd — 
LEANDER, 
Wha! of all that? 
| SCAPIN, 


Nay, Sir, if I confeſs, you muſt got be angry. 


Well, go on. 


 $CAPIN 
"Twas faid the dy'd for love of me, Sir: But let that 


paſs. 
| LEANDER. 
Death, you trifling Buffoon. 
SCAPTIN. 
About a Weelc after her Death, I dreft up myſelf like 
hes Ghoſt, and went into Madam Lucia, your Miſtreſs 
Chamber, where ſhe lay half in, half out of Bed, with 


her Woman by her, reading an ungodly Play-Book. 
LEAN 
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LEANDER. 
merke . 
$SCAPIN. 

They both believe it was a'Ghoſt to this Hour: Bot it 
was myſelf play'd the Goblia, to frighten her from the 
ſcurvy Cuftom of lying awake at thoſe unſeaſonable 
Hours, hearing filthy Plays, when the had never faid her 


Prayers, 


LEANDER. 
I ſhall remember you for all in rime and place: But 


come t the point, and will ne what thou haſt ing ts 
FC 


SCAPIN. 
Father? 1 have not fo much as feen him 
Return, and if you'd ak im bet tell you © 


_ To) 


— 
LEANDER. 

Yes, be told me himfzif, and told me all thi thow ban 
aid to him. | | 
Scl. 

— — Sir, then he ly'd I beg your 
Emer $-u r. 
+ 4 <P 
Oh, Sir, I bring you the moſt unhappy News. 
LEANDER. 
What's the matter“ 
SLY. 


Your Miſtreſs, Sir, is yonder arrefled in an 0 of 
two hundred Pounds. They ſay tis a Debt ſhe leſt unpaid 
at Londen, in the haſte of her Eſcape hither to Dover; and 
if you don't raiſe Money within theſe two Hours to diſ- 
charge her, ſhe'll be hurry'd to Priſon. 

N4 LEAN- 
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LEANDER. 
Within theſe two Hours ? 
| SLT. 
Yes, Sir, within theſe two Hours. 
LEANDER. 
Ab, my poor Scapin, I want thy Aſſiſtance. 
{Scapin walks about farlily. 
S 
Ah, my poor Scapin! Now I'm your poor Scapin, now 


've need of me. 
you LEANDER. 


No more: I pardon thee all that thou haſt done, aud 
worſe if thou art guilty of it. 

 $CAPISN. _ v- 

No, no, never pardon me; run your Sword in my 

Guts, you'll do better to murder me. 

LELdADSER 

For Heav'ns fake, thiok no more upon that, but ſiudy 


now to aſſiſt me. 
OCTATIAN 


You muſt do ſomething for him. 
SCAPIN. 
| Yes, to have my Bones broken for my Pains, 
LEANDER. 
Would you leave me, Scapin, e r e 
SCAPIN. 
To put ſuch an Affront upon me as you did. 
LEANDER. 
1 wreng'd thee, I confeſs. 
„ 
To uſe me like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Raſcal, to 
threaten to run your Sword in my Guts. 
LEANDER. 
1 ery thy Mercy with all my Heart; and if thou wilt 


have me throw myſelf at thy Feet, Ill do't. 
ä 


272 
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OCTAPFIAN. 


| Faith, Scapiz, you muſt, you cannot but 
$SCAPIN. 
Well then: But dye mark me, ve coor time bet 


ter Words, and Blows. 


LEANDER. 
Will you promiſe to mind my Buſineſs ? 
SCAPIN. 
As I ſee convenient, care ſhall be taken. 
LEANDER. 
But the time you know is ſhort. 
SCAPIN. 
Pray, Sir, don't be ſo troubleſome : How mach Money 
ist you want ? 
LEANDER. 
Two hundred Pounds. 
| SCAPIN. 
And you? 
OCTAYFTIAN. 
As much? 1 1 6 
SCAPIN. [To Leander. 


No more to be ſaid; it ſhall be done: For you the 
Contrivance is laid already; and for your Father, tho" he 
be covetous to the laſt degree, yet, thanks be to Heav'r - 
he's but a ſhallow Perſon, his Parts are not extraordinary: 
Do not take it ill, Sir, for you have no Reſemblance of 
him, but that y'are like him. Begone; I fre O4 
v, Father coming, Ill begin with him. 

| Ea O. and Ln 


Enter THnifTyY. 


Ng THRIFTY- 
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THRIFTY. 
Oh, audacious Boy, to- commit ſo inſolent a Crime, 
and plunge himſelf in ſuch a Miſchief ! | 
CAI. 
sir, your humble Servant. 
Herr. 
How do you, Scapin? 
SCAPIN. 
What, you are ruminating on your Son's raſh Actions 
THRIFTY. 
Have I not Reaſon to be troubled ? 
' SCHSPIKN - 
The Life of Man is full of Troubles, tliat's the truth 
on't: But your Philoſopher is always prepar d. I remem- 
ber an excellent Proverb of the Ancients, very fit for your 


Caſe. 
THRIFTY. 
What's that? 8 
SCAPTIN. 


Pray, mind it, 'twill do ye a world of good. 
T 122 rr. 
What is'r, I afk you ? 
SCAPIN. 

Why, when the Maſter of a Family ſhall be abſent any 
conſiderable time from his Home or Manſion, he ought 
rationally, gravely, wiſely, and philoſophically, to revolve 
within his Mind all the concurrent Circumſtances, that 
may, during the Interval, conſpire to the Conjunction of 
thoſe Misfortunes and troubleſom Accidents that may in- 
tervene upon the ſaid Abſence, and the Interruption of 
his Oeconomical Inſpection, into the Remiſſneſs, Negli- 
gencies, Frailties, and huge and perillous Errors, which 
his. Subſtitutes, Servants, or Truſtees, may be capable 
of, or liable and obnoxious unto; which may ariſe from 

- the 
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Dre ame 
ſation run del impure : Theſe things 
premis'd, and fore-confider'd, arm the ſaid prudent Phi- 
loſophical Pater-Familias, to find his Houſe laid walle, 
his Wife murder'd, his Daughters deflower'd, his Sons 
hang d: 
Cum multi; alii: ques nunc preſeribere lougum of, 
and to thank Heaven tis no worſe too. D'ye mark, Sir ? 
THRIFTY. 
S'death ! Is all this a Proverb ? 


SCAPIN. 

Ay, and the beſt Proverb, and the wiſeſt in the World. 
Good Sir, get it by Heart: "Twill do ye the greateit 
Good imaginable; and don't trouble yourſelf: I'll repeat 
it to you till you have gotten it by Heart. 

THRIFTY. 

No, I thank you, Sir, Fil have none on't. 

8SCAPIN 

Pray do, you'll like it 8 hear it once 


THRIFTY. 
Hold, hold, I have better Thoughts of my own; I'm 
going to my Lawyer; TA null the Marriage. 
SCAPIN. 
Going to Law ! Are ye mad to venture yourſelf among 
Lawyers ? Do ye not fee every day how the Spunges fuck 
Clients, and with a company of fooliſh, nonſenſical 
erms, and knaviſh Tricks, undo the Nation ? No, you 
ſhall take another way. 


 THRIFTY. 
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THRIFTY. 
You have Reaſon, if there were any other way. 
* SCAPIN. 

Come, I have found one. The truth is, I have a great 
Compaſſion for your-Grief ; I cannot, when I fee tender 
Fathers afiified for their Sons Miſcarriages, but have 
1 have jock ado to reframm weeping for 


_ 
THRIFTY. 
Truly my Caſe is fad, very fad. 
SCAPIN. 
So it is; Tears will burſt out; I have a great Reſpect 
for your Perſon. ” weeping. 
EEXIZFY 
Thank you with all my Heart; in troth we ſhould have 


a Fellow-feeling. 
SCAPIN. 


Ay, fo we ſhould; I affure you there is not a Perſon 
in the World whom I reſpect more than the noble Mr. 


Thrifty. 
FHRIPTY. 
Thou art honeſt, Scapin. Ha'done, ha'done. 
SCAPIN. 
Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
NI. 
But what is your Way? 
SCAPIN. 
Why, in brief, I have been with the Brother of her 
whom your wicked Son bas married. 
; THRIFTY. 
What is he? 
SCAPIN. 


A moſt outrageous roaring Fellow, with a down, hang- 
ing Look, couratted Brow, with a fwell'd red Face en- 
flam'd 
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ſamed with Brandy; one that frowns, puffs, and looks 
big at all Mankind, roars out Oaths, and bellows out 
_ Curſes enoug 
bred up in Blood and Rapine, uſed to Slaughter from his 
Youth apwards ; doe that makes no more Conſcience of 
killing a Man, chan cracking of a Louſe; he has killed 
Sixteen, Four for taking the Wall of him, Five for look- 
ing too big upon him, Two be ſhot piſſing againſt the 
Wall: In ſhort, he is the moſt dreadful of all the Race of 


Bullies. | 
| | THRIFTY 

Heaven! How do I tremble at pes, Ba 
what's this to my Buſineſs? 

SCAPIN.” 

Why, he (as „ 
brought him, by threatning him with all the Courſes of 
Law, all the Affiſtance of your Friends, and your great 
Purſe, (in which I ventur'd my Life ten times, for fo 
often he drew and run at ine) yet, I fay, at laſt I be 
made him hearken to a Compoſition, and to null the 
Marriage for a Sum of Money, 

THRIFTY. 
Thanks, dear Scapin; but what Sum? 
 "8$CIFIR 
Faith he was damnably unreaſonable at firſt, wa 
I told him ſo very roundly. 
THRIFTY. 
A Pox on him what did he aſk ? 
nene ' 
Aſc ? Hang him, why he aſk'd five hundred Pounds. 
THRIFER. 

— xp Pounds! five hundred 
Devils him and the does 
** take me for a Mad-man ? EY 

$CAPIN. 


h in 2 Day to ſerve a Garriſon a Weekz 


or The CHzATS of Seri. 
SCAPIN. 

Why fo-I- aid; and after much Argument I brought 

him to this: . ee 

and I muſt have two good Horſes for myſclf, for fear one 

e Ge; 2nd thoſe mill cof at leafy ghroelcare Gies, 
| THRIFTYT. 

Haag him, Rogee | why Mell be have two Horſes? 

n 


this Affair. 
SCAPIN. 

Then, ſays he, my Piſtols, Saddle, Horſe-Cloth, and 
all, will cot twenty more. 
THRIFTY. 

Why that's Fourſcore. 
SCAPIN. 
Well reckon'd : Faich this Arithmetic is a fine Art. 


Then I muſt have one for my Boy will coſt twenty more. 
THRIFTY. 
Oh, the Devil! confounded Dag | let him go and be 
damn'd, I'll give him nothing. 
5 SCAPIN. 


THRIFTYT. 
Not a Sous, dama'd N, let him jurn Foot-Soldie 


and be hang d. 
SCAPTIN. 
He has a Man beſides; would you have him go + 


foot ? 
THRIFTY. 
Ay, and his Maſter too, I'll have nothing to do with 
him 


SCAPTIN. 


Well, you are reſol vd to ſpend twice as much at Doc- 
c 


THRIFTI. 


as this, do 
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| THRIFTY. 
| Oh damn'd enconfeicnadle Raſa) !' well, if & mat be 
ſo, let kim have the other tene. 
+ EXE 
Twenty! why it comes to forty. 
| THRIFTY. | 
No, I'll have nothing to do in it. Oh, a covetous 
Rogue! I wonder he is not aſham'd to be  covetous. 
Wiy this 6 FEALTH 
: nothing to 
on-; and cho“ her Brother has no 


at Dofter:-Cam- 


, ſhe has an 
Uncle able to defend her. 
| THRIFTY. 
| O eternal Rogue! well I maſt do", the Devil's in him, 
I think ! 
$CAPIN. 


Then, ſays he, I muſt carry into France le to bay 


THRIFFY. 
Let him go to the Devil with his Male, I'll appeal t6 
* 
SCAPIN. 
ay, good Sir, think a little. 
THRIFTYT. E 
No, Ill do nothing. 
SCAPIN. 
Sir, Sir, but one little Mule ? 
HNr. 
No, not © mmm 
SCAPIN. 
Conſider. 
THRIFTY. 


I will not conſider, I'll go to Law. 


0 
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SCA PIN. 
I am ſure if you go to Law, you do not conſider the 
Appeals, Degrees of Juriſdiction, the intricate Proceed- 
ings, the Knaveries, the Craving of ſo many ravenous 
Animals that will prey upon you, villainous Harpies ! 
Promoters, Tipſtaves, and the like; none of which but 
will puff away the cleareſt Right in the World for a 
Bribe. On the other fide, the Proctor ſhall fide with 
your Adverſary, and fell your Cauſe for ready Money: 
Your Advocate ſhall be gain'd the ſame way, and ſhall 
not be found when your Cauſe is to be heard. Law is a 
Torment of all Torments. 
CARIES - 
That's true: Why, what does the damn'd Rogue 
teckon for his Mule? 
SCAPIN. 


Why, for Horſes, Furniture, Mule, and to pay ſome 
Scores that are due to his Landlady, he demands, and 
will have, Two hundred Pounds. | 

THRIFTY. 


Come, come, let's go to Law. 
[Thrifty walks up and down in a great Hear. 


SCAPIN. 


Do but reflect upon 
THRIFTI. 
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I' go to Law. 
| ; SCAPIN.: 

Do not plunge yourſelf. 

THRIFTY7. 
To Law, I tell you. 
_ SCAPAN. 

Why, there's for Procuration, Preſentation, Councils, 

*roduCtions, Proctors, Attendance, and ſcribling vaſt 


Volumes of Interrogatories, * and Articles, 
Con- 
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9 ² - 
Subſtitute, Judgments, Si tion-Fees, 
beſides the vaſt Preſents to them and their Wives, 
Hang't, the Fellow is out of Employment, give him the 
Money, give him it, I (ay. 

THRIFTT. 

What, Two handred Pounds ! 
| SCAPIN. 

Ay, ay, why you'll gain one dendred and dy Filunde 
by it, I have famm'd it wp; 1 toy, give it him, Vinich Go. 

9 

What, Two hundred Pounds 

_SCAPIN. 

Ay; befides you ne'er think how they'll rail at you in 
Pleading, tell all your Fornications, Baſtardings, and 
Commucings in their Courts. | 

THRIFTY. 


I defy. em; let ef wy Whoriog, u. the 


Faſhion. 

8SCAPIN. 
Peace; here's the Brother. 
THRIFTYI. 
O Hen what ſhall I do? | 


ke su u 4-4 ul a Buly, 


SHIFT. 7 
Damme, where's this copſounded Dog, this Father of 


O4avian# Null the Marriage * 


Anceſtors I'll chine the Villain. 
THRIFTY. | 
Oh, oh! vi eg [Hides df bebind Sei. 
SCAPIN. 


iu. cares ot, br, hol not give the woo hundred 
"TRY 0” n 
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SHIFT. 
a. he ſhall n 
Hours. 1 
SCAPIN. | 
Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not. | 
THRIFTY. 
| You lie, I have not Courage, 1 do fear him mortally, 
SHIPT. 


He! he! be! Ounds he! would all his Family were in 
him, I'd cut off Root and Branch: Diſhonour my Siſter ! | 
This in bis Guts: What Fellow's that ? ha! | 


SCAPIN. 
Not he, Sir. 
SHIFT. | 
Nor none of his Friends ? 
THRIFTY. 
No, Sir: Hang him, I am his mortal Enemy. 
SHIFT. 
Art thou the Enemy of that Raſcal ? 
TARIFE. 
Oh! ay, hang him— Oh dama'd Bully! [444 
SHIPT. 


Give me thy Hand, old Boy, the next Sun ſhall not 
ſee the impudent Raſcal alive. 


SCAPIN. 

He'll muſter up all his Relations againſt you. 

THRIFTY. 
Do not provolce him, Scapis. 
SHIFT. 
Would they were all here: Hah! hab! hah! 
IV res every way with bis Sword. 

Here I had one thro* the Lungs, there another into the 
Heart: Hal there another into the Guts; Ah, Rogues 
there I was with you: — 


SCAPIN. 


1 
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SCAHIPITN. 
Hokd, Sir, we are none of your Enemies, 
F IX .& 
No, but I will find che Viltains out while my Blood 
is up; I will destroy the whole Family. — 


[Eu Shift. 
THRIFTY. | 
Here, Scapin, I have two hapdred Guineas about me, 
take em. No more to be ſaid, Let me never fee his 
Face again; take em, I ſay : This is the Devil. 
SCAHPIN. 
Will you not give em him yourſelf ? 
 YSYNTIFFTr. 

No, no! I will never fee him more: I ſhall not reco- 
Yer this theſe three Months, See the Buſineſs done. 
I truſt in thee, honeſt Scam: | muſt repoſe ſomewhere : 


I am mightily out of onder——A Plague on all Bullies 


I ay. 


 S$CAPIN. 
So, there's one diſparch'd ; I muſt now find cur Gripe : 
He's here ; 9 
after another! 


BN Gurnee 


SCAPIN.. 
Oh Heav'n! unlook'd-for Misfortune ; 
what wilt thou do: , [Walk « 
GRIPE. 
What's chat he fays of me ? 
bs thers nobody can wei me Nows of Wi, Giije? 
can tell me 
GRIPE. 
Who's there ? 9 


Mr. Gripe, 
u d. 


SIN 
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SCAPIN. | 

How I run up and down to find him to no purpoſe! ] 

Oh! Sir, is there no way to hear of Mr. Grize? * - 
| | GRIPE. 
Art thou blind ? I have been juſt under thy Noſe this 


SCAPIN. 
Crocs | 
GRIPE. * | 
4 What's the matter? 
SCA PIX. 
GRIPE. 
| Ha, my Son 
SCAPIN. 
Is fallen into the frangeſt Misfortune in the World. 5 
GRIPE. 
What is't ? 
SCA PIN. 


I met him awhile ago, diſorder d for ſomething you 
had faid to him, wherein you very idly made uſe of my | 
Name. And ſeeking to divert his Melancholy, we went | 
to walk upon the Pier : other things, he took 
particular notice of a new Caper in her full Trim: The 
Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the handſomeſt 
Collation I ever met with. 


GRIPE. 
Well, and where's the Diſafter of all this ? | 
SCAPIN. 
—_— we were eating, he put to Sea; and when 'we 
diſtance from the Shore, he diſcover'd him- | 
an Engliſh Renegade that was entertain'd in | 


wy 1 


the Dutch Service, and ſent me off in his Long - hoat 


to tell you, That 1 you don't forthwith ſend him two 
hundred 


1 
7 
It 
k 
e 
1 
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— Pant he'll carry away your Son Priſoner : 


Nay, for ought I know, 6 
4 GRIPE. 
How, in the Devil's Name? a 
SCAPIN. 


Yes, Sir; and more than that, he has allow'd me but 
no Hours time ; you at SREDQuEnLy want conn es 
take to ſave an only Son. 

GRIPE. | 

What a Devil had he to do a Shipboard ? —_—— Ron 
quickly, Scapin, and tell the Villain, I'll fend my 
Lord Chief- Juſtice's Warrant after him. 

SCAPIN. 
o law! his Warrant inthe open Sea: dye think T 


11. 
ru“ Devil's Name, what Badnell had be a Shipboard? 
SCAPIN. 
There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men to 


miſchief, Sir. 
GRIPE. 


are Fools? 


| Scapin, thou muſt now aft the Part of a faithful Ser- 


vant ? 
SCAPIN. 
As how, Sir ? 
GRIPE. 


Thou muſt go bid the Pirate ſend me my Son, and tay 
as 2 Pledge in his room, till I can raiſe the Money. 
SCAPIN. 
Alas, Sir, think you the Captain has ſo little Wit as | 
to accept of ſuch a poor rely Fellow 61 am inf 


of your Son ? 


GRIPE. _ 
What a Devil di be do a Shipboard ? | 


8C 4 
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SCAPAIN. 
_ Dips ramamber, Sir, that you have but gno How 


Two hendred Pounds | Has thaBellaw as Gantieam 
SCAPITN. 

O law! the Conſtjengce of à Pine l why very few 

lawfel-Captaing Gave any. 
G21 FT._ 

Has he no Reaſon neither ? Does he know what the 

Sum Two hundred Pound is? 
SCAPIN., 

Yes, Sir, Tarpanlins are a fore of People that us 
derftand Money, tho' they have no great Acquaintance 
with Senſe. But for Heav'ns fake dif 

GRIPE. 

Here take the Key of my Compting-Houſe. 

SCAPITN. 


GRIPE. 
SCAPIN. 


GRIPE. 
I he Left Winday lie the Key of my Gare 
take all the Clothes that are in the great Cheſt, and ſell 
r 
SCAPIN. 
Ki, yur mad T fe, isla. for all that 
there, and you know how — , 


GRIPE. 
What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ? 
SCAPIN. 

Let Shipboard alone, and confider, Sir, your Bon. 
But Heaven is my Witneſs, 1 ha' done for him as much 
as was poſſible, — EINE 
his Father's Kindneſs. 

_GRIPE. 


Well, 'Lir, Fill go fee if I can raiſe the Money, Was 
it not Nineſcore Pounds you ſpoke -of ? 
SCAPIN. 
No, Two hundred Pounds. 
GRIPE. 
What, Two hundred Pounds Durch, ha ? 
| SCAPIN. 
No, Sir, I mean Eng Money, Two hundred Pounds 


Sterling. 
 _CRIPE. 
PFth' Devil's Name, hat Vuſfinefs had be a Shipbourd 
Confounded ! 
* —ͤ CAPIN, 
This Shipboard ſticks in his Stomach. 
GRIPE. 
Hold, Scapin, I remember I receiv'd the very Sum 
juſt now in Gold, but did not think I nt have parted 
with it ſo ſoon. 


[ He projents Scapin bis Purſe, but <will nr l goes | 


and in bis Trayſpertments, pulls bi: Arm 10 and 


fro, vi Scapin reaches at it. 
Wes SCAPIN. 
Ay, Sir. 
| GRITPE. 


But tell the Captain, be id a Son of x Whore. 


2 8C 4- 


The Cuzars of Scarin. 207 


ws; - , e ance as a. tee Hh te A Ty 69 2 1 234 1 — LAT, ps — ; . 


The Cu EzATS of SCAPIN. 
: Ja 


. 785 


SCAPIN. 
I hall, Sir. 
GRIPE. 


A Thief, a Robber, and that he forces me to pay him 
** —— r | 


n SCA PIN. 
Nay, lot ms clone with tis. | 
| GRIPE. 
That I will never forgive him, dead or * 
4 ö SCAPIN. 
Dc ec GRIPE. 


een en murder him pri- 
vately, and feed Dogs with him. 
. (A puts up bis Purſe, and is going — 


SCAPIN. 
Right, Sir. 
ire 
Now make hafe, and go redeem my Son. 
3 7 OASIS I 
Ap, but ys heat, Sir'? Where's the Money? 
r 
Did I noe give it n 
SCAPIN. 


Indeed, Sir, yon made me believe you would, but 
TJ 
Ha-——my Griefs and Fears for my Son make me do 
I know not What. ws wilt K.: 
SCAPIN, 


Ay. Sir, I ſee it does indeed, 


GRIPE. 
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GRIPE. 

What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ? ——— Darmn'd 
Pirate, nn. . purſue 
thee. L=. 
SCAPIN. o 

How eaſily a Miſer ſwallows a Load, _ how difi- 
cultly he diſgorges a Grain? But I'll not leave him fo; 
5 pay in other Coin, for telling Tales of me 


Euter Octavian and LIAN. 


SCAPIN. 
Well, Sir, I have ſucceeded in your Buſineſs, there's 
Two hundred Pounds which I have ſqueez'd out of your 


Father. 4 Ie Octavian, 
9 X 
Triumphant Scapin. 
SCAPIN. 

But for you I can do [Ts Leander, 
| LEANDER. | 
Then may I go hang myſelf. Friends both, Adieu. 
SCAPIN. 


Dye hear, &'ye hear, the Devil has no ſuch Neceſſity 


for you yet, that you need ride Poſt, With mach ado 
| Pve got your Buſineſs done too. 


has LEANDER. 
alt SK 


But on condition that you permit me to revenge 
ſelf on your Father for the Trick he has ferv'd 1 
LEANDER. © 
With all my Heart, at thy own Diſcretion, good ho- 
neſt Scapin. 


Vor. I, Ss: = $C 4 


P 
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SCAPIN. 

" your Hawk, there's Two hundred Pounds. 

© EL BANDER. 

C tb Tiiadke ae 100 man to pay now: Farewel dear 
II WE perous. 
 $SCAPIN. 


Gramercy, il. Hence we gather, 
| r, — | [Excunt. 


ACT 
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ACT m. SCENE 1. 
Enter Lu C1A and CLARA, 


LUCIA 


AS ever ſuch a Trick play'd, for us to run away 


| from our Governeſles, where our careful Fathers 
had placed us, to follow a Couple of young Gentlemen, 
only becauſe they ſaid they lov'd us? I think it was a 
very noble Enterprize! I am afraid the good Fortune 
we ſhall get by it, will hardly , the Repuanien = 
we have lot by it. 


CLARA. 

Our greateſt Satisfaction is, that they are Men of 
Faſhion and Credit, and for my part I long ago refolv'd 
not to marry any other, nor ſuch a one neither, till I had 
a perfect Confirmation of his Love ; and it was an Aſſy- 

rance of Odi that brought me hither. 


LUCIA. 

1 muſt confeſs, I had no lefs a Senſe of the Paith and 
Honour of Leander. 

CLARY. 

But ſeems it not wonderful, that the Circumſtances of 
our Fortune ſhould be ſo nearly ally d, and ourſelves 
ſo much Strangers ? Beſides, if I miſtake not, I fee 
ſomething in Leander, 2 reſembling a —— 

2 


a 
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mine of the ſame Name, that did not the time ſince 1 


212228 Ind be n * 


LUCI 4. 

J have a Brother too, whoſe Name's lion, bred 
in /taly, and juſt as my Father took his Voyage, re- 
turn'd home; not knowing where to find me, I believe 
is the Reaſon I have not ſeen him yet. But if I deceive 
not myſelf, there is ſomething in your Ofevian that ex- 
tremely refreſhes my Memory of him. 

CLARA © 

I wiſh we might be ſo happy as we are inclin'd to 
hope; but there's a ſtrange blind fide in our Natures, 
r 
earneſtly deſire. 


4 


LUCIA. 
The worſt at laft, is but to be forſaken by our Wen 


And for my part, I had rather loſe an old Father than 
a young Lover, when I may with Reputation keep him, 
and ſecure myſelf againſt the Impoſition of "_y 


Anthority. 
CLARA. 


How unſufferable it is to be ſacrific'd to the Arms of 
a nauſeous Blockhead, that has no other Senſe than to 
eat and drink when it is provided for him, riſe in the 
Morning, and go to Bed at Night, and with much ado 
be perſuaded to keep himſelf clean 

LUCTF4. ::. 
A thing of mere Fleſh and Blood, and chat of the 


worſt ſort too, with a ſquinting meager hang-dog Coun- 
tenance, that looks as if he always wanted * for 


the Worms. 
4: CLARA. 


De CuraTs of Scarin. 293 
CLARA. 0 

Yet ſach their filly Parents are generally moſt indul- 
r 
fondling with their ugly Ive. (| 

rng 

Twenty to one, bat 19 ome ſock charming Creatures 
* careful Fathess had gn 6 Us. 

8 think they do their the 
Kindneſs in the World, when they get them Fools for 
their Husbands, and yet are to take it ill 
they make the right uſe of them. | ** 

LUCIA. 

'I'd no ee n to EA 
to a Fool, becauſe I might rule him, than | would al- 
ways ride an Aſs, becauſe the Creature was gentle. * 

CLAN. 
See, here's Scapin, as full of Deſigns and Adar, as 
a callow Stateſman at. a Treaty of Peace. 


Buter Sc Ari. 
SCAPIN. 


Ladies ! 
A CLARA. 6 
Oh, Scapin! What's the Reaſon you have been ſuck 


| a Stranger of late? 
SCAPIN. 

Faith, Ladies, Buſineſs, Baſineſs 1. takes vp my 
time; and truly I love an ative Life, love my Buſineſs 
extremely. Y 

LUCTA. 

Methiaks tho, this ſhould bs a dificele place.the » 

Man of your Excellencies to find Employment in. 
03 SCAPIN, * 


muy 


ww 
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SCAPIN. 

Why faith, Madam, I'm never ſhy to my Friends : 
My Buſineſs is, in ſhort, like that of all 2 
Buſineſs, diligently contriving how to play the Knave and 
cheat to get an honeſt Livelihood. 

CLARA. 

Certainly Men of Wit and Parts need never be 

driven to ide Courſe | 
SCAPIN. 

Oh, Madam ! Wit and Honeſty, like Oil and Vine- 
gar, with much ado mingled together, give a Reliſh to 
a good Fortune, and paſs well enough for Sauce, but are 
very thin Fare of themſelves. No, give me your Knave, 
your thorough-pac'd 24. hang his Wit, ſo he be but 


Rogue enough. 
| LUCIA. 


You're grown very much out of humour with Wit, 
Scapia; 1 hope yours has done you no prejudice of laie, 
SCAPIN, 

No, Madam, your Men of Wit are good for nothing, 
dull, lazy, reſtive Snails ; tis your undertaking, impu- 
dent, puſhing Fool, that commands his Fortune. 


CLARKE. 
You arp vary plain and open i ths Proceeding, what 
ever you are in others. 

; SCAPIN. 
ee SIE gf. / 5.4. er pg 
(1 ſpeak all this with reſpect to your Ladyſhip) is gene- 
rally moſt indulgent to the nimble mettled Blockheads ; 
Men of Wit are not for her turn, ever too thoughtful 
when they ſhould be active: Why, who believes any 
Man of Wit to have ſo much as Courage ? No, Ladies, 
if 1424 6 Glenn that hope to raiſe themſelves, ad. 
vite 
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viſe them to be as much Fools as they can, and they 

ne'cr want Patrons : And for Honeſty, if your Lady- 

ip G's es OS Des © 

CLAR 4. | | 

Pr'ythee, Loca, loud thinks, tad ih 

r 
ſcarce here hitherto. 2 


Emer Sui r with a Sock, 


| SCAPIN. 
Oh, Shift / 
SHIFT. 
Speak not too loud, my Maſter's coming. 


SCAPIN, 
I am glad on't, 1 ſhall teach him to betray the Se- 
crets of his Friend. If any Man puts a Trick «pon me 
without return, inne * 
out the Pleaſure of getting it. 


SHIFT. 
1 wonder at thy Valour, thou art continaally venturing 


that Body of thine, to the R 
decent Baſtinadoes. 


8CA4PIN, © 
Difculties in Adventeres make them paar wand 


accompliſh'd. 
SHIFT, 


But your Adventures, how corhical  foever in the 

Beginning, are ſure to be tragical in the End. - 6 
SCAPIN. 

'Tis no matter, I hate your puſillacimous Spirit : 

Revenge and Leachery are never ſo pleaſant as when you 
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Enter Guiyn. 


Oh, Sir, Sir, ſhift for yourſelf, quickly Sr, quickly Sir, 
for Heav'n's ſake. | 
GRIPE. 


What's the matter, Man ? 
Sc API 
Heav'n! is this a time to ask Queſtions ? Will you be 


murder'd inſtantly? I am afraid you'll be kill'd within 


theſe two Minutes. 
GRIPE. 


Mercy on me! kill'd | for what ? 
SCAPIN. 

They are every where looking out for you. 
GRIPE. 


Who? Who? 
| i 806 LPFN, 

The Brother of ber whom your Son has marry'd; he's 
a Captain of a Privateer, Who has all forts of Rogues 
Englijh, Scotch, M eib, "Triſh, French, under his Com- 


mand. aud all lying in wait now, or ſearching for you to 


kill you, becauſe you would null the Marriage: They 
run up and down, crying, where is the Gripe 
Where is the Dog ? where is the Slave Gripe / they watch 


for you fo narrowly, that there's on geting home o 
your Houſe, 

GRIPE. 
Oh, 4 What ſhall I do? 7 


me ? 


FC APIN. 
' | Nay, Heav'n knows; but if you come within their 
Reach, they'll De it you, they'll tear you in pieces; 


CRIPE. 


rr n 
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GRIPE. 
Oh Lord! 
SCAPIN, 
Hum, tis none of them. 
647 
Canſt thou find no way for my Ekape, 2 
SCAPIN. 
1 think I have found one. 1 
GRIPE. 


Good Scapin, ſhew thyſelf a Man now. 


GRIPE. 
Dear Scapin, do; I will reward thee bounteouſly : mm 
give thee this Suit when I have worn it cight or nine 


Months longer. 
SCAPIN. 


Liſten '' who are theſe? ) 
GRIPE. 
God forgive me, Lord have mercy upon us. 
1 
No, there's no body ; look, if you'll fave your Life 
go into this Sack preſently. 
GRIPE. 
Oh ! who's there ? 
SCAPIN. 
No body: Get into the Sack, and flir not, whatever 
happens ; I'll carry you as a Bundle of Goods thro' all 
your Enemies to the Major's Houſe of the Caſlle. 


GRIPE. 
An admirable Invention, Oh Lord! quick. 
[Gets into the Sack. 
SCAPIN. 
Yes, Kio on exceliene lnvancians if you knew all, keep 
in your Head. Oh, here's a Rogue coming to look for you. 


0 5 Scarin 


298 The CHEATS of Scarin. 


| $Scarin counterſeils a Welſhman. 
ons I pray you, where is Leander Father, 


* 
| Is his own Voice. | 
How ſhould I know ? what would you have with him— 
Lie cloſe. [ Hide to Gripe. 


Have with lum, look you ! buy bas no creat Pur ne/s, but 
bur would have Sari actions and Refarations, hek you fer 
Credits and Honours, by St. Tavy he fhall not put the 

Injuries and Affronts upon my Captains, look you now, Sir. 

He affront the Captain, he meddles with po Man. 

Di bye, Sir, ook you, and bur will give you Beati 
and Chaſtiſ:ments for your Contradifions, when bur 23 
Plood's up, look you, and bur will cudgel your Packs a 
your Nettles for it ; take you that, pray you now. 

[Beats the Sack. 

Hold, hold, will you murder me ? I know not where 
he is, not I, 

Hur «will teach ſawcy Jacks how they profock bur Wel/e 
Pleods and bur Choller: : and for the eld Rogue, hur will 
bave his Guits and his Ploed, look you, Sir, or bur will 
newer wear Leek upon St. Tavy's Day more, look you. 

Oh ! He has manl'd me, a damn'd V Raſcal. 

GRIPE. 
You? The Blows fell upon my Shoulders. Oh! Oh! 


+ $SCHPINK.: 
"Twas only the end of the Stick fell on you, the main 
ſubltantial part of the Cudgel lighted on me. 
„„ 
Why did you not ſtand farther off ? 
SCAPIN. 
Peace Here's another Rogue. 


1n 
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| JI. a Lancaſhire Dialt#. 1 
Yew Fellee, avi'1h" Sack there, dene yoo dan nobear 
tb awd Raſcatt Griap is # . 
Not I; but here is no Raſcal. 

Yaw Lean, yaw Douge, yaw tawn weel ame nubear 
| be it, an yarwden tech, ond that be is « foo Reſeace as'mny 
it in aw the Tarun; Ti tell a that byr Lady. 
Not I, Sir, I know neither, Sir, not I. 

By the Msi, an ay tack thee in bont, ay's raddle the 
Bones on thee, ay's keeble thee to ſame tune, 

Me, Sir? I don't underſland you, | 

Why, The' wart bis Man, than de Tue | 
Nafje e thee. 

Hold, hold, Sir, what would you have with him ? 

—— my Kibbo, — 
baxwt to the grant, _— — — — 
by ib My/s, and after ay mun cut off the Lays and Nati 
en, and ay wot, bell be a pretty fevatley Fellee, bart Log 
and Nats. 
Why, wuly, Sir, 1 know not where he is, but he went 
down that Lane. 


rang eee . fond bim, by'r Lady, an bebe 
above 


bo, 5 gone, a damn'd Laxca/bire Raſcal. 
GRIPE. 

Oh, good Scapin / go on quickly. 
SCAPIN. | 

Hold, here's another.  (Gripe pops in bis Head, 


| In an Iriſh Tone. 

Doft theu bear, Sack-man = 1 pridee fare is de dum 
Dog Gripe?t 

Why, what's $ that to you What know I? 


Fat": 
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Fats dat to me, Joy? by my Soul, Jer, I will lay a 
great Blow upon thy Patt, and de Devil rake me, but I 
uu ill make thee know fare be is indeed, or III beat upon thee 
Ull thou defl know, by my alu indeed. 

II not be beaten. 

Now the Devil take me, en 
if theu deſi net tell fare is Gripe, but I will beat thy 
Father's Child very much indeed. 

What would you have me do? I can't tell where he 
is. Bat what would you have with him? 
| Fat would 1 baue au him? By my Soul if I do ſee him 
1 awill make murder upon him for my Captain's ſake. 
Murder him ? He'll not be murder'd. 

If I do lay my Eyes upon him, gad I will put my Sword 
| into bis Bowels, de Devil take me indeed. Fat haft dow in 
Bat Sack, Joy s by my Salvation I will look into it. 
But you ſhall not. What have you to do with it? 
2 my — J, 1 awill put my Rapier into it. 
GRIPE. 


o. Oh. 
| SCAPIN. 
| | Fatt, it does grunt, by my Salvation de Devil take me 
Jill fee it indeed. 
You ſhall not ſee my Sack ; aid bey Life 
Den I will make beat upen thy Body ; take that, Joy, and 
that, and that, upon my Soul, and ſo de take my leave, 
Foy. [Beats ies fr they Bike, 
n he's gone; he has almoſt kill'd me. 
GRIPE. 
Oh! 1 can hold no longer ; the Blows all fell on my 


Shoulders ! 
SCAPIN. 
Youcan't tell me; they fell on mine: Oh my Shoulders ! 
GRIPE. 
| Yours? Oh my Shoulders ! 


SCAPIN- 
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SCAPIN. 
cace, they're coming. 


In a hoarſe Scaman's r. 


Where is the Deg Li lay bim on fore and auf- 
ö a 


t the Main Tard. 


121 1 will kill bim, I 
will put my Rare in is Buy, 1 will give bm Hao Grp 


puſbe in de Cut. 
Here Scapin ad a number of "em together. 


We mun go this <way———o0' 16 Right Hand, =o to 1 
Lift Hand——lic close. n 4 “N 
Ly ny Salvatien [ will kill the dama'd Deg————and was 
Zone Bd 
thick way——no firait forward. Held, bere is bis Mas, 
bert your A „„ 
ws where be is, vol murder 1 

Do what you will, Gentlemen, I know not. 

yl nag thevack him ſound. 

Hold, hold, do what you will, I'll ne'er betray my 
Maſter. 

Knock 'en down, beat en zoundly, te en, at'en at en atom. 
[4+ Ni going to firike, Gripe peeps out, and 
Scapin takes to bis Heels. 
CLI es 
you have murder'd me, Rogue ? Unheard of Impudence; 


Fare 
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Eater Thrifty. 


Oh, Brother Thrifty! You come to ſee me loaden with 
diſgrace 


z the Villain Scapin has, as I am ſenſible now, 

cheated me of Two hundred Pounds. This beating brings 

all into my Memory. LA.. 
TH RIFT. 

The impudent Varlet has gull'd me of the fame Sum. 
GRIPE. 

Nor was he content to take my Money, but bath 


it; but he ſhall pay for it ſeverely. 
nne. 

Zut this is not all, Brother; nne is the 
Forerunner of another: Juſt now I receiv'd Letters from 
London, that both dur Daughters have run away from 
their Governeſſeſs, with two wild debauch'd young Fel- 
lows, that they fell in love with. h 


Enter Lucia and Cana. 


| A 
Was ever ſo malicious Impudence bi. 
Surely, if I miſtake not, that ſhould be my Father. 
| CLARAY. 
And the other mine, whom Scapin has us'd thus. 
.LUCTIH. 
Bleſs us! Return'd, and we not know of it? 
CLARA. 
What will they ſay to find us here? 
LUCIA. 
My deareft Father, welcome to England. 
THRIFTY?T, 
My. Daughter Luce? 


LUCIA. 


abus'd me at that barb'rous rate that I am aſham'd to tell 


| A 2 


. 8 l 8 1 : os 
© 6 og N . 
—. ͤ ie ee 2 * 88 


and all our Fears and Troubles are at an end. 
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GRIPE. 
My Clara here too? 


CLARA. 
Yes, Sir; and happy to ſee your ſaſe Arrival. 
THRIFTY. 
What firange Deſtiny has directed this Happinch to as? 


Emer Octavian. 


GRIPE. 
Hey day! | 
THRIFTTYT. 
Oh, Son! I have a Wife for you. 
OCTAPFTAN, 


| Good Father, all your Propoſitions are vain; I muſt 

moe oy I 
THRIFTY. 

Look you now is not this very fins | Now I have 
a mind to be merry, and to be friends with you; you'll 
not let me now, will you? I tell you, Mr. Gripe's 
121 % — 

OCT 


I'll never marry Mr. Gries Daughter, Sir, as long as 
Ire: No, yonder's the that I mult love, and can never 
entertain the Thoughts of any other. 

CLARA. 


Yes, Ofawian, I have at laſt met with my Father, 


THRIFTY. 
Law ye now, you would be wiſer than the Father that 


Legot you, would you ? Did not I always ſay you ſhould 
marry 
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marry Mr. Gripe's Daughter? But you do not know your 


Siſter Luce. 
\ oc AY, 
Unlook'd for Blefling ! why the's my Friend Laender's 
Wife ! 
THRIFTY. 
How, Leander's Wife! 
GRIPE. 
What, my Son Leander / 
OCTAPFIAN. 
 GRIPE. 


Indeed ! Well, Brother Thrifty, tis true, the Boy was 


always a good-natur'd Boy, Well, now I am fo over. 
joy'd, that I could laugh till I ſhook my Shoulders, but that 


I dare not, they are ſo ſore. But look, here he comes. 


Enter LIAN. 


LEANDER. 
Sir, rern Tied diy Marriage is diſcover'd; 


nor would I indeed have longer „ N 


Wife, I muſt own her. 
G RIPE. 
Brother Thrifty, did you ever ſee the like, did you ever 


fee the like? ha! 
THRIFTY. 
Own her, quoth-a! why kiſs her, kifs her, Man; 


marry d. I did nothing elſe for three Months. O my 
Conſcience I got my Boy Odi there, the firſt Night, * 
reer 

GRIPE. 


Well, dis his Father's nown Child. Juit &, — 
v 


odsbodikins, when I was a young Fellow, and was firſt 


7 es aan ob 
(xv PIE +... 86 — 
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was it with me upon my Wedding-day, I could not look 
upon my Dear without bluſhing; but when we were a 
Bed, Lord ha' mercy upon us—but III no more. 

LEANDER. 105 

14% OR 

GRIPE, 

Reconcil'd to thee ! why Tlove thee at my Heart, Man, 
at ny Heart; why tis my Brother TY Daughter, 
Mrs. Lucy, whom I always defign'd for thy Wiſe; and 
that's thy Siſter Clare marry'd to Mr. Oda there. 

LEANDER. 
| Oavian, are we then Brothers? there is nothing thas 
I could have rather wiſh'd after the compleating of my 
Happineſs with my charming Zucia, ? 
| THRIFTY. 

Come, Sir, hang up your Compliments in a the Hall at 
home, they are old and out of Faſhion. SB. go to the 
Inn, and beſpeak a Supper may coſt more Money than 
J have ready to pay fort, for Iam refoly'd to ran in 
Debt to Night. 

SHIFT. 


I thall obey your Commands, Sir, 

THRIFTY. 

Then d'you hear, ſend out and muſter up all the Fidlers 
(blind or not blind, drunk or ſober) in the Town; let 
Nr 
Cymbal in a Caſe, eſcape ye. * 

GRIPE. 

Well, what would I give now for the Fellow. 
„ 
ien Ho and he 
ſhould ſet a Tone to it; twas the prettieſt he had laſt 


+1 Fe 
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| Hat Bb 2. 


SLY. 
Oh, Gendemen, here is © dont Actions ft 


len out. 
THRIFTY. 
What's the matter ? 
11 + 8 


Poor Scapin. | 


GRIPE. 
Ha! Rogue, let him be hang'd. I'll hang him my- 


ſelf. 
SLY. 
Oh, Sir, that Trouble you may ſpare; for ** 
by a Place where they were building, a great Stone fel! 
upon his Head, and broke his Scull fo, you may ſee his 


Brains, 
THRIFTY. 
Where is he? | 
| x. 
Vonder he comes. 


Enter SCAr1n between two, bis H. a ura d wo in 
Linea as if he had been wounded. 


SCAPIN. 
Oh me! Oh me! Gentlemen, you ſee me, you fee 
me in a ſad Condition, cut off like a Flower in the Prime 
of my Years; But yet I could not die without the Pardon 
of thoſe I have wrong'd; yes, Gentlemen, I beſeech 
you to forgive me all the Injuries that I have done; but 
more eſpecially, I beg of you, Mr. Thrifty, and my 


Maſter, Mr. Gri | 
= * THRIFTY. 
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THR IFTY. 
| For my part, I pardon thee br $0," * 4 in 
SCAPIN. 


But tis you, Sir, 1 have mo#tofeaded, bythe inhuman 
Bafinadoes which 
GRIPE.. © 
Pr'ythee ſpeak no more of it, I forgive thee too. 
8$CIPEIN © 
Ta a moſt wicked Inſalence in me, that I ſhould 
with vile Crab-tree Cudgel — 
' Piſh, no more, I fay I am ſatisfy'd. 
SCAPIN. 
And now fo near my Death, nan uncaprofil Grie 
that I ſhould dare to lift wy Hand 
GRIPE. 
Hold thy Peace, or die quickly, 1 tell thee I have 


forgot all 
| SCAPIN. 
Alas! how good a Man you are But, Sir, d'you 
— ory ard. 
thoſe mercileſs Drubs cha. 
GRIPE. 
P.'ythee ſpeak uo more of it; I forgive thee freely, 
here's my Hand wpon't. 
SCAHPIN. _ 
Oh! Sir, how much your Goodneſs revives me! 


[Pulls off bis Cap. 
GRIPE. 


How's that ! Friend, take notice, I pardon thee, but 
"tis upon Condition that you are ſure to die. | 
ge. 
Oh me! I begin to faint again. 


„ THRIFTY. 
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Tarte. 

Come, ſie Brother, never let Revenge emplcy your 
Thoughts now 3 * him, forgive him without any 
pen, 
is 9 GRIPE. 

3 on't, 8 as I hope to be ſav'd, he beat 
me baſely and ſcurvily, never ſtir he did: But ſince you | 
will have it ſo, I do forgive him. 

. 

No then let's to Supper, and in our Mirth drown and 

forget all Troubles. | 
SCAPIN. | 

Ay, and let them carry me to the lower Sod of the 
Table ; 

Where in my Chair, of State I'll fit at Eaſe, 


And eat and drink, that I CY res > [A Dance. 
[ Exeunt mne! 


bur 


5 to tell ye, Sparks, lee wwe like you. 


' — * | 2 7 e 7 | 
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was out of Humour. 
O little de you gue/s aut I'm to Jay ! 


Pm not to a how you like Farce, or Play : 


For you muft know, Ive other Bufine/s now; 


How happy were we, when in bumble Guife 


I came with honefl Hearts and harmleſs Hen; 


Sat wit bout Noiſe and Tumult in the Pit : 


Oh what a precious Jewel then vas Wit ! 


The” now 'tis grown ſo common, let me die, 
1eailemrn ſcorn to keep it Company. 
Indulgent Nature has tos bountrous been, 


| Tour tos much Plenty it become your Sin. 


Time was ye were as merk ai now you're proud, 


Did not in curſt Cabals of Critics croud, 


Nor thought it witty to be wery loud; _ 

But came to fee the Follies you xvould bun : 
The now ſo fondly Antic here you're grown; 
J invert the Stag“ Purpoſe, and its Rules; 


2 Specaters, awhilft you play the Foel«. 


Equally witty, as ſome waliant are ; 

The Jad Deſedi of both are expoi'd here. 

Fer here you'll cenſure, «who diſdain to write, 
41 ſome make Quarrels here that ſcorn to fight- 


3 9 * 4 
** 8 4 0 
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And fill with tb Heat of former Action burn: ; 


Let bin but bither come to ſer a Play, 

Proceeds an Errant Courtier in a Day. 

Shall fleal from th Pit, and fly up to the Box, 

There hold impertinent Chat avi tawdry Maux ; 

Till ere aware the Blufrer fulli in love; © 

And Hero grow: as barmleſi as a Dove. 
With us the lind Remembrance yet remains, 

When we were entertain'd behind our Scenes. 

beo now, alas, wwe muſt your Abſence mourn, 

Whilft nought but Duality will ſerve your turn, 

Damn'd Quality! that uſes poaching Aris, 

And (as tis ſaid) comes mait*d to prey on Hearts. 

The proper Le of Viſors once was made, 

When only wworn by ſuch as ozon'd the Trade. 

The now all mingle with em ſo together, 

| That you can hardly knoxw the one from Hot ber. 

But tis no matter; on, purſue your Game, 

Till auearied you return at laſt, and tame : 

Know then 'tawill be our Turn to be ſevere; 

For when yon ve left your Stings behind you there, 

You a Drones, ye amt have Harbour bere. 


End of the Firſt Volume. 


